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':Rotes and 'f6omment
B 1'

A Fifth Freedom?
always been contented readers of the strips of
advertisements that rim the roofs
of city buses. '!\That we could sec
of the ads between the flopping
straps, bonnets and felt fedoras
·was pleasant.
The Alka-Seltzer man with his
fat, pink cheeks claimed life was
happy again, a British countess
recommended peppermint gum
for sophisticated moments, and
Sunkist lemons bobbled merrily
in a golden path from orchard to
table. We didn't gulp down the
slogans verbatim and we suspect
the advertising men didn't either.
But the jubilant faces and cellophaned products offered a bright
interlude while the bus picked
its way across a bleak city.
Our commuting reading this
morning, however, revealed something new. A fresh, two-color job
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bare of all pictures stated simply,
"Your daily use of BRAND
NAMES is one of your important
American freedoms." That's all.
Consider the confusion in the
mind of a bus-journeying youth
who beholds the sign and then
scurries through his American history textbook to find nothing concerning· the daily choice of brand
names. Scholars will have to scour
the lives of the Fathers to clarify
their neglect in this matter. 1t is
possible that if the slogan takes
root a committee of Americans
will have to pull the Freedom
Train to a halt in the nearest
roundhouse and pen some vital
revisions on the documents. The
first rephrasing necessary would
be "Life, liberty, the pursuit of
happiness and the dail y n e of
BRAND NAwiES."
In this election year when in nocuous mottoe are at a premi -
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urn, the rediscovered freedom will
be grasped eagerly by the man on
the stump. It has the solidity of
the fellow in bifocals behind the
desk, of the housewife at the wash
tub, and even of Paul Bunyan
hewing timber. It doesn't have a
hint of anything o suspect as
Civil Rights.
The citizen pushing a wicker
cart through a supermarket aisle
can but nod in agreement. Hurray for Campbell's, Pepsodent,
Wheaties, Ivory, Band-Aid Heinz
and pry!

North of the Border
HROUGHOUT most of the United
T States
people fiddle with short
wave dials producing weird
sounds at odd hours to catch
foreign radio stations, but along
the northern border the cheapest set will relay CBC complete
with the announcer's Briticisms.
Our most enlightening peek into Canada recently was hearing
the entire session of the Liberal
Party, which met in an Ottawa
hockey arena to pick a leader to
ucceed the venerable Prime Minister Mackenzie King. We waded
through all floor announcements
and speeches, including the everpresent French translation. Our
radio took the French in better
stride than we, it may be added.
fter the torrid essions in Phil-

adelphia by Republicans, Democrats and Progressives, the Canadians seem terribly polite. Twice
members of the audience-oldmaidishly, we thought-did request silence, but all the radio
picked up was a contented hum,
sans gavel-rapping. The meeting
could have been conducted in a
funeral parlor without the undertaker putting forefinger to lips.
A handful of nominees declined
the honor and three bona fide
candidates spoke their EnglishFrench pieces in tidy order. One
went so far as to recommend both
his opponents as well as himself
for the job. Louis St. Laurent
finally came out on top, with no
burst of white pigeons, no mass
departure of delegates from the
southern provinces.
Now we wonder what the Ca.nadians think of party conventions, American style.

Laymen, Defend Your Church
HE NATION recently presented

T a defense of the Roman Catholic church by a layman. It is
entitled "My Own Pinch of Salt,''
and is written by Robert Fitzgerald. Mr. Fitzgerald is a Catholic poet who has written verse
and book reviews for the magazine in which he publishes the
apologia of his church. What we
admired in the article of this lay
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defendor fidei is the moderate
language which he uses and the
high plane he occupies for his
defense.
He shakes "his own pinch of
salt" upon a series of articles published in preceding issues on the
Catholic church by Paul Elanshard. Mr. Blanshard also avoids
abusive language, but he calls a
spade a spade. He treats such
topics as: The Catholic church
as censor of books, magazines,
movies and the theater. Roman
Catholic science and relics, saints
and miracles. The Catholic
church and democracy. This series together with three articles on
the same subject printed in November of last year and considerable new material will be published in book form.
'"'e do not intend to enter upon the merits of Mr. Blanshard's
arguments except to say that he
deals some telling blows upon
Roman Catholicism. Nor do we
want to present the contents of
Mr. Fitzg·erald's "critical reflection." While his language is reserved, he upholds his church in
its belief of the primacy of Peter,
of the infallibility of the pope,
and of the pope's right to pronounce and define doctrine and
to regulate the private lives of
the faithful.
What we want to emphasize is
that laymen are able and willing
to defend their church publicly.

I
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There are such defenders also in
Protestant denominations. But we
all wish that we had more of
them.
It is self-evident that Christians
will want to justify the membership which they hold in a certain
church and will explain and defend the faith by which they live.
St. Peter gives a very fine direction on this matter in the words:
"Always be prepared to make a
defense to any one who calls you
to account for the hope that is in
you, yet do it with gentleness and
reverence" (I Peter 3:15, R. S. V.).
This should be true especially
of the men and women among us
who have had the opportunity of
an education. Why should not
teachers, educators, writers, and
even business men who are Christians be ready to speak intelligently on what they believe!
A salesman who made a practice of studying the pictures in
the offices of the business men on
whom he called, in order to help
him in his approach, once fo.u nd
a picture of Christ in the office
where he wanted to make a sale.
He asked the business man for
the reason of such a picture, and
received the reply: "\Vhy should
not I express my chief interest on
the walls of my office, when others
have pictures of hunting and
fishing?"
To be able to speak and write
in defense of Christianity our lay-

I•
The CRESSET

4

men and women must, of course,
include in their reading the Bible
and books .and periodicals published by their church on Christian teachings and Christian living. Only then will they be able
and ready to make a defense of
the hope that is in them.

Heroic Berlin
our cousins in RussianO izedof Saxony
writes in a perNE

sonal letter: "My sister Anna's
husband is still in Russia and has
to suffer. Only writes about four
times a year, 25 words on a card.
One sometimes wonders what this
life is all about. They have a
sweet little boy three years old."
The writer lived in the United
States a number of years between
the two wars. She here gives one
reason why Communism is not
more successful in the Soviet Zone
of Germany. In another part of
the letter we read: "I went to Berlin where my cousin's little boy
was baptized. Berlin is badly damaged, but they have such a refreshing spirit there. In ... [Saxony] the people are so downtrodden and the people's faces, especially the men's, are gray and
tired."
This German girl's impression
of the heroic spirit of Berlin is
brought out in greater detail in a

recent number of Life (July 19).
Under the heading "Berlin under Siege" Emmet Hughes cables
a lengthy article, which is profusely illustrated. The subhead
reads: "Out of the city's ruin and
frustration a strong new spirit
rises and challenges the West to
hold its military and moral position."
Let us imagine just for a moment that the United States lost
the last war. 't\Te capitulated in
an unconditional surrender. Japan has occupied our country
west of the Mississippi. Germany
and Italy are holding the eastern
states. Washington is in ruins,
and is divided into three zone ,
each zone assigned to one of the
victors. But the brothers in arm
during the war have become suspicious of each other. Germany
no longer permits Japan to have
access to its part of the national
capital from its western zone. The
Japanese ferry supplies by air into their sector of Washington.
The position of the people in its
sector is very precarious. They
are near starvation. Germany and
Italy promise to supp~y them
with food and other necessities,
if they will turn to them and
against the Japanese. The temptation is great. But the people do
not yield to the siren voice. They
insist on a united 't\Tashington
and on the return of their en tire
country to an American govern-
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ment after all occupying forces
have withdrawn.
This is the spirit of present-day
Berlin.
But why should we defend Berlin? Some Americans want to
know. And the French claim that
it is inconceivable that Frenchmen will ever be .aroused to defend the German capital. They
do not realize that thereby they
are safeguarding their own borders. If the Allies should permit
the Russians to force them out of
Berlin, the Communist hordes
would soon be crossing the Rhine,

5

and the French might find it impossible to defend their own capital.
As Demaree Bess points out in
the Satw·day Evening Post o£ July
31 ("Will \Ve Be Pushed Out of
Berlin?"), the Russians realize
that only in a Berlin wholly in
their power can they arouse German Nationalism and combine
it with Russian Communism.
Then both Russians and Germans will push the Allies out of
all of Germany and establish a
Communistic state in the heart of
Europe.

The

PILGRIM
•(All the tTu1npets sounded for him on. the
other side."
-PILGRIM's PROGRESS

BY

0.

become customary for
the pseudo-sophisticated to
smile indulgently when a cleric
or moralist cries his bitter indignation over manifestations of the
incredible vulgarity of our age.
. . . At times we are inclined to
smile with them-but only momentarily. . . . There are occasions (and they are multiplying)
when an unusual event lifts the
cover of the kettle for a few days
and we glimpse a depth of barbarism, a seething inferno, before
which human decency and Christian ·ethic stand aghast. . . . Witness the evidences of hate, greed,
lust, ambition, and vulgarity a
decade ago at the trial of Hauptmann for the kidnapping of the
Lindbergh baby. . . . Or more
recently, the trimmings of the
trial of a woman in Cincinnati
who was accused of insinuating
herself into the lives of doddering old men and increasing their
difficulties with judicious doses of

I
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arsenic .... She was found guilty
and one newspaper reports the
close of her trial: "The jurors
(eleven women and one man)
were in no apparent hurry to get
home. They exchanged affectionate farewells, some of the ladies
putting their arms across John
Granda's stalwart shoulders as
cameras clicked. They have
formed a club, one of them saidthe A.M.H. (Anna Marie Hahn)
club. It will meet every October
1 1 in the Metropole Hotel. On
that date began the trial which
will result in Anna's electrocution in Columbus, Ohio, if the
jurors' verdict is carried out."
. . . '1\' e are sure that the meetings of their club will be joyous,
happy reunions. . . . Of course,
one chair should always be reserved for the ghost of Anna
Marie Hahn . . . .
Are we wrong when we confess
to a cold hate of such manifestations of barbarism? . . . There
are certain things about the

De Contemptu Mundi
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world which a pilgrim can lovethe untouched reflections of divine power and love in Naturethe inevitable by-products of two
thousand years of Christianity as
they are evidenced in truth and
mercy and justice among men.
... But it is a part of the Christian way to hate-not men, but
the deeds men do. . . . Sin is
always barbaric. . . . It becomes
most barbaric and ugly and mean
when the hand of God lies hard
upon a dying world .. . .
We are neither optimistic nor
pessimistic about the world. . . .
The Christian approach is realistic. . . . It is important to remember that the mills of God
cannot be hurried.... With that
single reservation we can today
concur in St. Cyprian's world view
set down at a similar time 1700
years ago:
The world it elf now bears witness to its approaching- end by the
evidence of its failing· powers. There
is not so much rain in winter for
fertilizing- the seeds, nor in summer
is there so much warmth for ripening them. The spring-time is no long-er so mild, nor the autumn so rich
in fruit. Less marble is quarried from
the exhausted mountains, and the
dwindling supplies of gold and silver
show that the mines are worked out
and the impoverished veins of metal
diminish from day to day. The peasant is failing- and disappearing from
the fields, the sailor at sea, the soldier
in the camp, uprightness in the fo-
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rum, justice in the court, concord in
friendships, skill in the arts, discipline in morals. Can anything that is
old preserve the same powers that it
had in the prime and vigour of its
youth? It is inevitable that whatever
is tending downwards to decay and
approaches its end must decrease in
strength, like the setting- sun and th e
waning moon, and the dying tree
and the failing stream. This is the
sentence passed on the world; this is
God's law: that all that has risen
should fall and that all that has
grown should wax old, and that.
strong things should become weak
and great things should become small,
and that when they have been weakened and diminisherl they should
come to an end.

Words and Music
we have had time to
meditate at odd moments
on the mordant irony of the closing lines in The Education of
Henry Adams) one of the most
important books ever written in
America.... It was the year 1918.
Mr. Adams was saying farewell
for himself and his two friends,
King and Hay: "Education has
ended for all three, and only beyond some remoter horizon could
its values be fixed or renewed.
Perhaps some day they might be
allowed to return together for a
holiday, to see the mistakes of
their successors; and perhaps

R
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then, for the first time since man
began his education among the
carnivores, they would find a
world that sensitive and timid
natures could regard without a
shudder." . . . Stay where you
are, 1\tfr. Adams-it is a day when
"the keepers of the house tremble
and strong men bow themselves
and those that look out of the
windows are darkened, and the
mourners go about the streets.
"
A wave of the hand to the unknown author of a few lines we
have stared at these many days:
The greatest heroes that I know
Are those who are afraid to go
But g·o . . . .

Passing note . . . . It is time to
express some grave doubts over
the manner in which the phrase
"He is a man of conviction" is
almost universally used as the
fmal accolade it is possible to
bestow on a man. . . . We have
heard it applied to the most harebrained negativists, the tnost fearsome obscurantists, the squeakiest
wheels on the wagon of progress.
. . . A man stands up and is
against everything-and we mumble admiringly, "He is a man of
conviction." . . . It is simply
not true that the mere possession
of "strong convictions" is cause
for cheering. . .. The convictions
must be true and right and good
before they are worth the slight-

est attention. . . . The devil is
also a person of conviction. . . .
Not long ago I spent a few
days in a small town .... Everyone who is compelled by time and
circumstance to live in the monstrous cities our age has built
must feel at times a nostalgia for
the small town at twilight. . . .
The shadowed succession of dusk
and dawn-the wind from the
hills as night comes down and the
stars burn cold-the lights in the
little church for choir practicethe belated boy running home for
supper in the house across the
road-the barking of a dog-the
moan of wind in pines-the water
tower black against the drifting
stars-all the strange world that
lies between twilight and darkness, and the night whispering of
simple, honest things-of faith
and hope and peace and rest....
In it is man's compass and his
joy and g-rief.... It may be that
here lives are lived in ignorance
of the heights of possible human
experience, but surely there is
less shame and degradation here.
. . . In a few moments shadows
will dance on the dust of the
road and moonlight will dreatn
on the roofs of little houses. . . .
Like the tolling of the Compline
bell I hear the simple lines of
Monk Gibbon:
These going home at dusk
long the lane
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After the day's warm work
Do not complain.
Were you to say to them
""Vhat does it mean?
·w hat is it all about
This troubled dream?"
They would not understand
They'd go their way
Or if they spoke at all
They'd surely say:
"Dawn is the time to rise
Days are to earn
Bread and the midday rests
Dusk to return,
"To be content, to pray
To hear songs sung
Or to make wayside Joyc
If one is young.
"All from the good God comes
All then is good
Sorrow is known to him
And understood."
One who had questioned all
And was not wise
Might be ashamed to me l
Their quiet eyes.
All is so clear to them
All is so plain:
Those who go home at dusk
Along the lane.

A tedious train journey is
brightened by a volume of the
collected papers and addresses of
0 liver Wendell Holmes, the late
and great Justice of the Supreme
Court. . . . Even though the veil
of immediacy still hangs between

9

us and him, we suspect that the
future will see him as one of the
few truly great of our time. . . .
In fact, of all our contemporaries,
only Mr. Justice Holmes and
Mme. Curie appear to us to possess the qualities of enduring
greatness .... Listen to the sharp
ring of steel in an address by
Mr. Holmes to Harvard students
years ago: "No man has earned
the right to intellectual ambition
until he has learned to lay his
course by a star which he has never seen-to dig by the divining
rod for springs which he may
never reach. . . . To think great
thoughts you must be heroes as
well as idealists. Only when you
have worked alone-when you
have felt around you a black gulf
of solitude more isolating than
that which surrounds the dying
man, and in hope and in despair
have trusted to your own unshaken will-then only will you have
achieved. Thus only can you gain
the secret isolated joy of the
thinker, who knows that, a hundred years after he is dead and
forgotten, men who never heard
of him will be moving to the
measure of his thought-the subtle rapture of a postponed power,
which the world knows not because it has no external trappings, but which to his prophetic
vision is more real than that
which commands an army." ...
That is intellectual greatne s.

10
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. Spiritual greatness is something else again-and the pity of
Mr. Holmes's life was that he did
not know it. . . . All of which
reminds us of Thomas Hardy's
dictum that the history of the
future will be written
Not as the loud have spoken
.Hut as the mute have thought.

Perhaps it is after all a good thing
that we do not recognize true
greatness until the years have lifted the veil. ... It is much better
to stone our prophets than to
crown them with roses . . . . The
roses stifle them. . . . The stones
drive them out into the desert to
think ...

I
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The Voter's Dilemma
in I948
A SYMPOSIUM

scribed the bout as a fierce conLest, with blows being struck right
and left and much action. On the
television screen the fight seemed
very tame. The difference between
·what the broadcaster said and
what the television audience saw
lay chiefly in one fact: the fighters
were indeed swinging hard and
fast, as the radio said, but thev
were standing six feet apart.
'
Such is precisely the impression
'"hich the presidential bout has
made upon many observers. 1\.-Ir.
Truman has consistently attacked
the Congress, which is not running· for the Presidency; and Mr.
Dewey has almost as consistently
avoided the chief issues of the
day, preferring to indulge in appeals to local patriotism and in
attacks on bureaucracy and Communism. ~1r. Truman's case is
weakened by the fact that on
most of the issues where he disagrees with Congress his own party voted against him; Mr. Dewey's
appeals and attacks sound les

HATEVER else the founding
fathers of the United States
may have envisioned. and planned
for this country's political life .
they could not have foreseen .
even in their wildest imaginings,
so complete a confusion of issues,
parties, and personalities as exists in the presidential campaign
of 1948.
Captivated and captured for al.
most a decade and a half by the
personal and political charms of
one man, the American public
suddenly realizes this year that
they have lost the ability to make
their political choices calmly, r<Jtionally, and objectively. As a consequence, the campaign is being
carried on with a remarkable lack
of attention to the truly important questions which should guide
the citizen in his vote.
A recent commentator likened
the campaign to a boxing match
he had watched on a television
screen and simultaneous! y heard
on the radio. The sportscaster de··

W
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convincing when one remembers
that there are prominent men in
his party who are still unable to
distinguish between Communi.sm
:-md trade-unionism, and that it
was a House of Representatives
dominated by his party which,
after one day's debate, wanted to
include Franco Spain in the European Recovery Plan.
Like it or not, however, the
voter is comp~lled to face this
welter of parties, personalities,
and policies, and to make that
choice which seems to him most
promising for the good of the
country.

The Case for Truman
\Vhen, on the afternoon of
April 12, 1945, the news had been
flashed across the country and
around the world that President
Roosevelt was dead, the first reaction of n1any Americans was,
"Good heavens, now we have Trulnan!"
Less than a year after his election to the Vice-Presidency, the
nomination which he, as the "Missouri compromise" had but reluctantly accepted, Harry Truman
found himself the , occupant of
the 'Vhite House. He assumed
the Presidency at a most critical,
yet rather propitious time. The
end of the war was in sight. For
the first several months of his administration, the new President
basked in the aura of his prede-

cessor. He enjoyed the g·ood will
of a war-weary nation reveling in
the joy of victory and oblivious
of any of the existing and developing national and international
problems.
As the nation sobered from thE
daze of victory and the domestic
and foreign problems assumed
ever clearer reality, the President
became increasingly aware of his
leadership responsibilities. He
faced them courageously, but not
without sacrifices. His clash with
John L. Lewis, his purge of the
cabinet, particularly his dismissal
of Henry Wallace, and his proposed civil rights program in behalf of improved racial relationships are but a few of the developments which have made Truman
not only the target of prejudice,
public censure, and political sniping, but have even caused a rift
in his own pal~ty.
An objective evaluation of
President Truman is possible
only in the light of the times and
of the conditions which the postwar era has created. When this is
done, his lot will be found comparable to that of Andrew Johnson, the "accidental President" of
the post-Civil War period.
By comparison, Harry Truman
does not measure up to Franklin
Roosevelt as a politician. We define a politician as a person in
public life who constantly courts
the masses so that they will con-
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tinue to look upon hin1 with favor.
While this task requires the skill
of an expert, it is easier to perform in time of war when a united
nation faces a common problem
and readily submits to a leaderhip which reflects the common
objective. Truman's previous experience had given him comparatively little training for the role
of a politician. Post-war problems
require the technique of a statesman, and for that role Truman
Jacks both training and experience.

Truman the Man
Despite these shortcomings and
a number of resulting mistakes
which mark his official career,
Truman has traits and characteristics which qualify him for leadership in a democracy. His background is that of a commoner, a
man who rose from among the
common people to public attention and acclaim. His rural family lineage of old American stock,
his experience as a small business
enterpriser, and his interest in
local public affairs were among
the chief stepping stones to his
present position.
Notwithstanding the charge to
the contrary on the part of some
of his political opponents and
their blind partisan followers,
Harry Truman has given evidence of honesty and sincerity.
He settled all of the financial ob-
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ligations incurred by a business
failure in his earlier career. He
did not cut the tie of friendship
even after legal procedure had
branded his associate a scoundrel.
As Senator, his name is indelibly
inscribed on the records for his
admirable leadership in investigating the war expenditures of
the nation through a committee
which bears his name. As President, he now defends a proposed
civil rights program based on th •
fundamental principles of our
highest national law, and that
regardless of the consequences
which his position might create
for him. He has sought to be a
Roosevelt liberal in the best and
highest sense. He is not stubborn
and self-willed, but seeks the advice and assistance of others to
the extent that in his selection of
official advisers he crosses party
lines; yet he shows himself a man
of convictions and one who has
the courage to stand by them.
Last but not least, Harry Truman exhibits fine human traits
which cannot escape the attention
of the unbiased observer. He is
not a social recluse, but a man
who enjoys association with
friends. His family life is beyond
reproach. His devotion to his late
mother causes him to stand out
as an example of filial love
and respect which no thoughtful
American can overlook or underestimate.

14
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All in all, Truman stands before us as a typical American, .a
man of the people and for the
people, whom circumstances have
placed in a trying position. From
a rather modest, unassuming personality he is emerging a man of
convictions, ready to stand his
around and courageous! y to face
the difficulties confronting him.
Given a . cooperative Congress,
there is no reason to doubt that
the nation will find a developing
democratic leader in Hai·ry S.
Truman, whose sincerity and selfconfidence were so devoutly expressed in his first address to
Cong-ress: "I ask only to be a good
and faithful servant of my Lord
and my people."

The Case for Dewey
But it takes more than good
·will, sincerity, and kindliness to

make a man a capable leader,
especially in 1948. Twenty-five
years ago the nation might have
been able to afford having· a
second-rate man in the White
House. The complexity of contemporary life and the intensity
of the problems, domestic and
foreign, with which the chief executive must deal make the luxury of mediocrity unthinkable.
vVhat the United States needs in
the Presidency is vigor and conviction, and all indications point
to the fact that for the majority
of the electorate such vigor and

conviction are represented by the
governor of the State of New
York, Thomas E. Dewey.
· The. comparatively young man
who is the Republican Party's
standard-bearer this year brings
to his campaign a brilliant record. Born and reared in the Middle \Vest, he won national renown as a prosecuting attorney
in New York. With a relentless
drive for justice and for clean government, he prosecuted many of
the leaders in New York's unholv
alliance between politics and th~
underworld, and was successful
in securing their conviction. He
captured the imagination of all
the American people by his crusade at a time when the Dillingers, Capones, and their assorted
lieutenants had been dominating
the headlines. To a nation which
had begun to admire public enemies for their cleverness he
brought a new respect for honesty
and decency.
So outstanding were Mr. Dewey's achievements as prosecuting
attorney that an admiring populace in a predominantly Democratic state elected him governor.
His occupancy of the governor's
mansion at Albany has been characterized by a continued fight for
honesty and efficiency in political
life. Supporters and opponents
alike are agreed that Governor
Dewey is a capable administrator.
Unlike several of his predecessors

_
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in the governorship, he is not
given to rash or unconsidered actions. Before deciding upon a particular course, he consults all
available information, and only
then does he proceed. His handling of the large amounts of
money required to run New York
has been beyond reproach. The
people of New York are proud of
their governor, and with good
reason.

Where Does Dewey Stand?
In declaring himself available
for the highest office in the land,
Thomas Dewey has asked that the
people examine not only his record, but also his stand on the
controversial and important issues
of the day. During his campaign
tour across the country in September, he spoke out on these
issues, and since that time he has
also made his position clear.
There can be no doubt that the
most important single problem
facing the American people today is the international situation.
What can we do to avoid war and
stiJl defend freedom-our freedom
and that of our friends-against
Soviet aggression? Mr. Dewey's
stand on this important issue has
been made abundantly clear. Like
his friend and associate, Senator
Arthur Vandenberg, Governor
Dewey has fervently striven to
wean the Republican Par ty awa
from the isolationism · that char-
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acterized large sections of it in
the twenties and thirties. In consultation with John Foster Dulles,
he has sought to define America's
position in the post-war world
and to assess the duties which this
responsibility of leadership imposes upon us. The American
public need have no fear that under his administration America's
position in the world will be embarrassed, for Mr. Dewey has succeeded in committing the entire
Republican Party to a platform
that unequivocally repudiates isolationism and binds the party
definitely to an internationalist
position.
Nor need there be any fear tha l
the election of a Republican president will bring about a disavowal
of the many social advances won
by the New Deal. Such innovations as Social Security, federal
aid for the construction of dams
and waterways, federal support
for housing, education, and public health-all these are now elements of Republican domestic
doctrine and policy. Despite the
resistance which one or another
section of the Republican Party
may have offered to these measures, Mr. Dewey has come out in
favor of them and will continue
to support and advocate them if
he is elected. The support which
Harold Stassen has given to Mr.
Dewey and to his campaign join,
with the appeals of Mrs. Luce to
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the genuine liberals of America
lo support the candidacy of Govrnor Dewey.
vVhile supporting these liberal
measures, Mr. Dewey has not
minced words about Communism
and the danger it represents in
America and in the world. vVith
all the fervor of a prosecuting attorney he has denounced the government's toleration of Communists in its own ranks and has
·tated his own faith in the rightness of the American system of
free enterprise. "\Vhile almost the
entire world is flirting with various brands of Socialism and Communism, the Republican Party
has come out strongly in favor of
apitalism-much more strongly
than the Democratic Party. By
introducing and supporting such
measures as the Taft-Hartley and
l\1undt-Nixon bills, the Republican representatives in Congress
have given voice to their faith
that the American way of life and
the capitalist system are tied closely together.
To sum up, it is unjust to
Lhrow up to Dewey the isolationist and unprogressive record of
previous Republican administrations. He is in favor of international cooperation and of continuing social legislation, but he is
violently opposed to any and all
forms of economic collectivism. A
vote for him is a vote for efficient
and enlightened leadership.

Tertium Datur?
The citizen who wants to make
his vote count this year will have
to choose between these two candidates, and in doing so he will
face a dilemma. It is all well and
good to say that Mr. Truman
must not be judged in comparison with F.D.R., and that Mr.
Dewey does not agree with Robert Taft and Col. McCormick on
many national and international
questions. But the fact remains
that compared with Franklin
Roosevelt, Mr. Truman is a sorry
substitute, and that Mr. Taft is
an associate and a supporter of
Mr. Dewey. Whatever Communists there are in America have
been attracted more to the Democrats than to the Republican ;
conversely, what Fascists there arc
haYe occasionally hovered around
the right wing of the Republican
Party.
When confronted by a dilemma, anyone who has taken a
course in logic will instinctively
cry: "Tertium daturl There must
be another possibility." This is
the contention of those who support the candidacy of Henry '\!Vallace. As far ·as they are concerned,
neither major party represents the
interests and the good of the
American people as a whole: the
Republicans never did, and the
Democrats have not since the
death of President Roosevelt. The
only solution is to establish a new
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party, and that is just what they
have done.
In order to succeed in this
country, a third party would have
to unite a number of elements.
It would have to have a strong
backing from the responsible and
anti-Communist leaders of organized labor, men like Walter Reuther and Philip Murray. It would
have to appeal to a large section
of the farm vote, as did the old
Progressive Party of Wisconsin.
And it would have to draw the
support of a considerable segment
of the politically sensitive American intelligentsia, men like Max
Lerner and Robert Hutchins.
Such a party might stand a
chance in the American political
arena.
It seems to have been Mr. Wallace's intention to found such a
party. There were many who
were uneas y about the selfrighteousness with which American leaders of both parties denounced Soviet Russia while
tolerating many injustices at
home. It seemed like an oversimplification to blame the Soviet
Union for all international misunderstanding, while insisting
that American policy had always
been just and good. It looked suspicious that many who were only
lukewannly opposed to Fascism
were among the leaders in the
crusade against Communism. Mr.
\N'allace's early support came
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from the dissidents who sensed
these inadequacies in the stand o(
both parties.
But when Henry Wallace left
the Democratic Party, American
Communists quickly closed rank
around him. Committing the fatal error of identifying the voicl;
of the masses and The New
1\f.asses, Mr. Wallace began to
hew more and more consistent! y
to the Communist party line. H e
was unable to denounce the Communists and gain their reluctant
support nevertheless, as Franklin
Roosevelt had done. And thus h e
has found himself more and more
in the position of a mouthpiece
for Moscow.
What Henry \1\Tallace has failed
to realize is that he is at hi be t
when he declares "A plague on
both your houses!" and prophetically denounces the evils, injustices, and inconsistencies in the
actions of both the American
and the Soviet regimes. Instead,
he has pointed out the inequities
existing in America without employing equal vigor in a condemnation of Soviet Russia.
For this reason, it is difficult to
see how his candidacy can be considered seriously by any thoughtful voter, no matter how much he
admires any particular aspect of
'\!Vallace's concern for perpetuating the Roosevelt tradition or
preserving the peace.
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So What?
Facing these possibilities, how
is the voter to decide before going
to the polls next month? He cannot cast his vote merely for a candidate, for he must also consider
the stand and the record of the
party. Nor can he vote only for a
party, for each candidat has r e-

,·ersed the stand of his party on
many vital matters. This is the
voter's dilemma in 1948, and he
must solve it on the basis of his
best information and of his conscience.
You pay your money and you
take your choice-or, rather, you
take the people's choice, whoever
that may be.

I
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Sick Visit
B)' 'vALTER RIESS

told me there was no hope
T left for
her at all. It was only
HEY

a matter of waiting now, of patient and unflinching waiting until finally that very incomprehensible person we call Death would
touch her shoulder, and she,
whom I had known since I was a
boy, would be gone. Cancer, they
said.
When I entered her bedrooma cheerful place, rose-colored, tasting of young perfume-! looked
for something to tell me they
·were wrong, or uncertain, or that
there was an unobserved chance
for her to slip away from the
Touch. But after a glance at her
swollen, pale features, her limp
hands, and beyond these, her
tired eyes, I \<.new I was visiting a
dying lady-one who not only had
no chance, but who somehow
realized that she had no chance,
to escape the Incomprehensible.
She did not want me to understand that she knew. She smiled
when I stood before her, as
though to say, I'll be all 1·ight
after all. ]\Tevet you woTTY yow·self. They didn't tell you about

me, did they? I hojJe they didn't.
I smiled back, tried to be cheerful, nervous! y fingered the worn
leather Agenda which I had come
across in my father's room-a
brown volume designed for all
ministerial duties: marriage and
Baptism, illness, the Lord's Supper, cornerstone layings, church
dedications. And, somewhere in
the book, there were a few worn
pages for death. Now I was to
read her a prayer for the sick; a
week later I was to stand before
the grey coffin which held her
body and try to read again, then
from that dialogue whose major,
dominating voice is silent: ". . .
earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dusr
to dust: in the hope of the resurrection ... "-in the hope of the
resurrection.
It seemed cruel to me that I
should hold in my hand both
prayer for the sick and words for
the burial of the dead. The pages
of that book, I knew, contained
between their lines the problem
of God's ways with men-that
dreadful No He so often gives to
our hunger for Yes. And it seemed
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out of place to me that I, who
had suffered so little, should
stand with my shabby leather
Agenda and nothingness of experience at the side of someone
who now faced the end of all suffering, and try to breathe words
which had in them some understanding and comfort.
''I'm so glad to see you," she
SC:lid. "Yesterday we flew back
from New York. The doctor there
put me on a diet, and I know I'll
feel better. I'm glad I went, I'm
so glad I went." And then her
eyes again, tired, but shining/'ll be all right after all. Never
you won·y yourself.
And I, standing there, took her
hand-already cold it was-and
stared into her eyes and felt weak
because I realized how much they
knew-too much about Life because they saw Death walking
toward her undauntedly, silently,
and yet probably caressingly (or
he could not have held her courage and peace where we so foolish! y believe must be confusion
and fear). It was I who feared,
not she-I, minister for the moment, with the brown book and
no Death in me yet, no Death to
speak to her and say what she
would see on the far side. She,
lying there with her greying hair
wreathing about her head on the
pillow-she was not afraid of what
she saw. I was afraid of what I
could not see.

After a few words, I opened the
brown book and prayed with her.
And half-way through the madeto-order words I realized that
there are no words for the Incomprehensible, or for any crisis outside our little dutiful round of
living. There at the deathbed,
words could not be prepared, for
she already had gone far onward
where words are intrusions on the
silence that is God's, the peace
which literally passeth all understanding, the poetry that hangs
motionless between heaven and
earth, unsounding, insentient, r eserved for those whose eyes are
aware, like hers, of the End
which is the Eternal Beginning.
I forgot the words. The Agenda slipped to the chair. I thought
of Death and Life and Him who is
the timeless Answer to them both,
and together then we-she and I
- prayed the simple and inviolable Lord's Prayer: " Our Father,
who art in heaven, hallowed be
... " It gave no replies whatever
to the problems of Death, and so,
in a silent way, gave answers to
all our problems. Jesus never
spoke of Death in His prayer.
''\Thy should I dwell long on the
subject when He would not mention it?
I read a Psalm for her thenthe Twenty-third:
The Lord is my Shepherd: I shall
not want. He maketh me to lie down
in green pastures; he leadeth me be·
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side the still waters .... Surely, goodness and mercy shall follow me all
the days of my life; and I will dwell
in the house of the Lord forever.

"It helps to pray," she said.
'' l often think if I had to do it

all over again-church-going and
all-I'd do more praying, like we
did today. It helps so much."
Her son bank,ed his bicycle
against the garage with a scrape,
and came running into the house.
"It's Bob again. He's so full of
the old Harry. He's going to be
a big roan-so tall already, and
strong."
Bob scuffled past the bedroom
door, and seeing me there, he
slowed to a Sunday school walk.
He was her only child, a tousled
blond boy of about eight, with a
red face and high cheekbones.
Abashed, he said, "Hello, sir,"
and came into the room. His
mother put her hand into his hair
and mussed it a little and said,
"Now go out and play awhile,
Bob, while the Pastor is here."
Yes, Sonny, I thought, this is
something you shouldn't think of
too long now. Late1· you will
think of it all too often. Perhaps,
1·eally, you know more about it
than I do; and perhaps, when I
was your age, I understood better
than I do now when they told me,
She's gone away for awhile. Perhaps I understood when I wonde1·ed only half-heartedly at the
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st1·ange image and the weeping
people and the untouchable flowers. Keep that way, Sonny. She's
gone away. Not yet, but she will,
and you will play again.
"Pastor," she asked, "can we
pray the Lord's Prayer again before you go?" Together then we
spoke the words, softly, more
slowly than before: "Our Father,
who art in heaven, hallowed be
Thy name .... "As we whispered,
"For Thine is the kingdom, and
the power, and the glory," the
chimes from our church a mile
a·way floated into the room-Easter chimes, Easter hymns: "Christ
the Lord Is Risen Today" fading
and augmenting again in the
spring air. "Christ Is Arisen From
the Grave's Dark Prison," invisible, an angel at my beck, bringing the Gospel of the Resurrection in music.
She listened silent I y awhile.
Then: "I know that everything
will be all right," she said. "It's
Easter, and everything will be
fine. I know that."
Yes, little lady, everything will
be all right. There is nothing
m01·e I can do but pmy with you,
and that is so little. But everything will be all right. I wonder
how you see me now-ministeT
helpless in the face of what you
know, almost afraid of how calm
you are, how willing. I wonde1· if
you can see that you stand above
me; that yow· faith, tested and
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sure to the last) has 1·isen far
above mine? Of course you know
that) but being a lady you igno1·e
it. Yes) e-ue·rything will be all
right. Jif! e both aTe stne of that.
She reached out her hand.
"Thank you so much, Pastor."
"I will come back tomorrow,"
I said.
And I left her a few minutes

1ater, after a word with her about
the Easter Redeemer. Outside, as
I left her house, the sun tried to
break the stubborn cold air, and
the church chimes cut crisp and
sharp through the noises of children playing in the street.
"Happy Easter!" one of them
shouted.
"Happy Easter!" I answered. ·

(Pages from a European Diary)

From the Alps
to the Azure Coast
By

PAUL BRETSCHER

C'EVERAL days have passed since
0 I made the last entries in this
little red fabricoid diary of travels. There has been so much to
see and to enjoy that writing is
becoming an irritating chore. But
1 must keep the promise made to
my wife that I would record my
experiences. I cannot of course
recapture all the scenes which entranced us since we left Slvitzerland. If I could, I ·w ould be unable adequately to describe them.
For to describe is to define, and
to define is to limit. I'll console
myself with Goethe's observation
that all our verbal output is at
best "fragments of a great confession."
We spent almost three days in
Geneva, that ancient city mentioned by Caesar in his Commentm·ies, and made famous by John
Calvin, John Knox, Theodore
Beza, and J. J. Rousseau. The
stones here are heavy with history. I must digTess for a moment
however and tell about the thrill
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I experienced when upon my inquiry at the American Express
office whether there was mail for
me, the clerk handed me five letters, four of which were from my
wife, one having been mailed in
the States only three days before.
One must be on foreign soil, at
least 4,ooo miles away, fully to appreciate mail from the folks at
home. No wonder the Gl's were
sadly disappointed when often for
days and weeks they did not hear
from wife, sweetheart, or mother.
ln Geneva we visited the
church where Calvin had
preached. vV e followed the custodian down into the basement
of that ancient building and saw
the open graves of people buried
there a thousand years ago. \Ve
saw the auditorium where Calvin
lectured, and copied the inscription on the outside ·wall: john
Knox, Refonnateur, Calvinistc
Ecossais Elu Pasteu'r de la Colonie Anglaise et Bourgeois de
Geneve Precha Dans Cette Eglise
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1556 a I559· \Vc sLrolled along
Promenade de Bastion and read
the famous lines extolling human
liberty chiselled into the Monument of the Reformation. We
viewed the simple but noble fignres of Calvin, Fare!, Beza, and
Knox. On the other side of th
PTomenade are the impressiv
buildings of the University of
Geneva flanked by the library
and t,he historical museum. We
searched for Calvin's grave. After
a number of inquiries we found
the cemetery at the foot of the
Rue De La Synagogue. \Ve entered and read inscriptions. But
we looked in vain for Calvin's
tombstone. We met the g-roundkeeper and told him what we
wanted. He understood the little
French we knew, led us a short
distance to the left and pointed
out the grave. It lies next to that
of the distinguished Italian historian Ferrero whom Mussolini
had found reason to get riel of.
So here was Calvin's grave underneath a towering pine. It is
marked by a small heads tone
bearing the initials JC. It is enclosed by a black iron grill about
two feet high. A profusion of ivy
covers the grave and keeps it
green the year round. I plucked
a few of the leaves for some
friends back home.
I must record also our visit at
Rue De Malagnou I7} the headquarters of the World Council of

Churches and · the Lutheran
vVorld Federation. Here we met
Dr. Dietrich who gave us the
good advice to wear dark glasses
when we got down to Nice, and
Dr. ~fichelfelder whom I had
learned to know at the Hartwick
S minary Conference at Princeton a number of years ago. Dr.
M ichelfelder received us with
every measure of cordiality and
provided us with copies of the
convention program at Amsterdam which some of u are plan ning to attend.
Geneva, a cosmopolitan center,
lies picturesquely situated on
Lake Geneva where people promenade looking out beyond the
clear and tranquil water, watching the little sailboats, and trying
to catch glimpses of snow-covered
Mont-Blanc in the far-off horizon.
Cars being at a premium even in
Geneva, bicycles are exceedingly
common. They come along at
fast speed not singly or in pairs,
but in platoons and companies,
and the pedestrian feels greatly
relieved when he has safely
crossed the street.
Before bidding farewell to
Switzerland where, for ten days,
we had been touring and tramping and gazing at mountains and
valleys and lakes as well as at
watches and rings and bracelets,
I must say a word about the Swiss
breakfast. You sit down at a table
covered_ with snow-white linen.
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lu the basket on the table are the
most appetizing white rolls you
can imagine. The waitress dressed
in black except for a small spotless white apron takes your order.
She soon returns with a tray and
places before you a heavy silvered
pot of steaming coffee, a pitcher
of hot milk, little curls of butter
on a tiny platter, and a small jar
of most delicious plum or currant jam. That's your breakfast.
When you're through you wonder how you ever could have relished eggs and bacon for breakfast.
At this point I must inject a
little tribute to my companions
on the trip, Alfred Fuerbringer,
president of Concordia Teachers
College, Seward, Nebraska, and
Walter Baepler, professor of
church history at Concordia Theological Seminary, Springfield, Illinois. Alfred did the driving and
proved to be an expert. His pulse
neither rose nor fell when he had
to make hairpin turns on high
and narrow mountain passes. For
safety's sake he would turn on
the radio and listen to a Mozart
symphony or a Haydn string
quartet. Walter Baepler was the
adventuresome Odysseus in the
party. As a young pastor he had
roughed it for a number of years
in the wilds of Canada. In 1925
the Canadian Pacific sent him on
a mission to Europe where he became acquainted with folkways in
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most central and western European countries. This experience
stood him in good stead on our
trip. He was never at a loss what
to do when a perplexing problem
arose. He would listen carefully
to the waiter gushing out crisp
French sentences and, being a
good classicist, hang on to the
subject and predicate. With the
additional help of Alfred who
was particularly sensitive to object and modifiers, we always
managed enough French to get
what we wanted. I shall always
remember oeuf pdtisserie} and
meringue. Nor will I forget the
occasion when Walter gently informed me that I had been eating
v iande de cheval.
vVe left Geneva about 8 A.M.
on August 7, drove through the
northeast end of the city to get
a passing glance of the buildings
of the League of Nations, and
then headed south for France. We
wanted to get to Nice by early
evening, a distance of about 300
miles. It had rained early that
morning. But as we drove along,
the clouds broke and the air was
delightfully bracing. The highway took us through Annecy.
Grenoble, Aix-La Bain, Sisteron,
Digne, and Grasse. '"'e drove
through much mountainous terrain. The road winds and winds
and circles, at high altitudes, one
mountain after the other affording views of rare beauty. About
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J oo miles south from Geneva we
entered what seemed to us the
"bad lands" of France, a waste
and dreary mountainous country
reminding us of the desert areas
in Arizona, "\1\Tyoming, and New
Mexico. But we saw also colorful
canyons, gorges that seemed bottomless, and most fantastic rock
formations. As '"'e approached
Nice, we noted the first signs of
semi-tropical vegetation-palm
trees, southern ferns, and huge
cactus plants. Our fond hope was
of course to get a glimpse of the
Mediterranean, but we had to be
patient and did not get a full
view of it until we entered the
quai which constitutes the outer
drive of Nice.
We drove along the Promenade
Des Anglais with its magnificent
hotels, then continued but a short
distance on the Quai D es EtatsUnis where we discovered, to the
left, our hotel, the Beau-Rivage.
Our rooms on the third and
fourth etage face the sea. Looking down through my heavily
draped window I see the deep
blue waters of the Mediterranean
Jess than 250 feet away and hear
the angry surf pounding the
beach in even rhythm. I see also
the stately row· of palm trees in
the boulevard below,· this side of
the fifty-feet wide promenade
which runs along the beach. The
sky is cloudless, the sun which is
right abovf.! us is smiling down on

Nice with all its warmth, a cooling breeze comes floating across
the waters, and in the far distance
the blue sky seems to merge with
the blue of the Nlediterranean.
Thousands of bronzed men, wornen, and children in bathing wear
are out there on the beach defying the surf or riding the waves
or just lying there on their backs
or stomachs absorbing ultra-violet.
Nice is in the Riviera, France's
Garden of Eden. It is the largest
city on the Azure Coast with a
population of a quarter of a million. It has a fine trade in flowers
and olive oil, a busy port, a race
course, a casino, an opera house,
and countless hotels. It has its
famous carnival, a festival which
takes place in January or February and which ends in burning
King Carneval on Shrove Tuesda y. Nice has never been rivaled
for beauty and gaiety whatever
New Orleans or Hollywood may
say. To mingle with the large
crowds on a moonlit evening on
the PTomenade Des A nglais~ to
note the warm affection between
French husbands and wives and
children, to look into the tired
eyes of men and women reclining
in the lounge chairs, to see sweethearts make love next to the surging sea, to catch the contrasts in
summer wear ranging all the way
from the smart white uniforms
of American navy officer to the
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neatly laundered white blouses,
shirts, and shorts worn by men
and women, to listen to the jazzy
ensembles inviting guests to
dance, and to join the circle gathered about a Salvation Army
apostle preaching· repentance and
faith-:-all this and more is in
store for those who visit Nice.
It is an old city. The Greeks
founded it. Then the Romans
claimed it. Napoleon used it as
his base for the Egyptian campaign. In 1939 Nfussolini grabbed
it but could not hold it. Nice is
still French. It is the birthplace
of Nfasscna, one of Napoleon's
marshals, and Garibaldi, the
great Italian revolutionist, and
Calmette who in the past century
discovered a vaccine against tuberculosis.
A fe,.v days ago we drove cast
along the Riviera to Monaco and
spent the afternoon in Monte
Carlo. The Casino, built fifty
years ago, is a luxurious palace
prominently situated on an elevation overlooking the sea. A modest entrance fee permits tourists
to enter and to watch gamblers
make or lose a fortune. They sit
around long tables, men and
women, carefully placing their
stakes and wistfully watching the
little white ball careening round
and round until it slows down
and finally nestles securely in one
of the fateful numbered niches.
I can still see the small gray-
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haired gentleman lvho for a time
was literally raking in his gains
until lady luck forsook him and
he was rapidly losing his easily
made fortune. But there he sat
akimbo and glared at the unpn.:dictable antics of the white ball
and his poker face gave not the
slightest cue of what 'vas goin3·
on in his mind.
The following day we drove
west as far as Frejus through Antibe , the old Antipolis ol the
Greeks founded 350 n.c. Then on
to Cannes which, like Nice, lies
along a beautiful bay. Cannes
has a great Roman past. In motlern times it became famous about
a hundred years ago when Lord
Brougham of England stopped
here on his way to Italy. He liked
it so well that upon his return to
Eng-land he invited his countrymen to share with him the beautv
of Cannes. They accepted the it{vitation and, together with thousands of tourists from other parts
of the world, have been coming
to Cannes ever since. Out in the
bay, off from Cannes, are the two
lovely islands, Ste-Marguerite and
St-Honorat. ''Ve are informed
that St. Patrick lived and studied
on St-Honorat before he left for
his great mission in Ireland.
From Cannes the highway took
us through Theoule, then along
high ridges from which one looks
straight down into the dark blue
of the Mediterranean below. Gro-
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tesquc 1·cddish rock formations
along the coast make one think of
the "garden of the gods" near
Colorado Springs. In a beautiful
pine grove on a high elevation
overlooking the bay tourists pause
to eat their simple refreshments.
Ours consisted of a melon and a
few peaches. Then on to St-Raphael on the coast 'vhere N apoleon landed on his return frorn
Egypt a month before he made,
in Paris, his famous "coup." Alas
for him, he was to take the same
road back to exile in Elba only
five short years later.
Frejus was our final destination on this western tour of the
Riviera. The city was built by
Caesar in 49 B.c. and rivaled 1\tiarseilles in size. We saw the remains
of the Arena which was patterned
after the Colosseum in Rome,
and the arches of the Roman
Aqueduct which furnish one of
the gates to the city. Since we had
to economize on gas we did not
get to see St-Tropez which made
American history on August 10,
1944, when the Yanks landed
here.
v\Te made a special trip to
Grasse, about twenty miles inland and northwest from Nice,
to visit one of the perfume factories. Grasse is the center of
France's perfume industry. Over
G2,ooo acres of the countryside

are planted with violets, tuberroses, mignonettes, jonquils, _jasmins, and carnations. Three million pounds of roses and four
million pounds of orange blossoms are produced annually. 't\Te
visited the Parfumerie Fragonard.
A most charming English speaking French 1von1an guided us
through the plant and patientl y
answered our questions. The end
of the tour takes you into the display room where you can scent
samples of every kind of perfume
and talcum powder produced by
l' ragonarcl. Profuse! y.spra yecl with
some of the sweet-smelling liquid
and proudly bearing in our hands
a few costly ounces of bottled per·
fume for the dearest of girls we
left behind-in my case my wife,
daughters and daughter-in-law~
we returned to o~r quarters in
Nice.
We spent three days in Geneva,
but almost a week in Nice. The
French are right in saying, "Il
fait bon vivre sur La Cote
D'Azur." vVe don't blame the
stars and magnates of Hollywood
for spending their vacation in the
Riviera. Who wouldn't if . he
could? It was Flaubert who wrote,
"There are spots on earth which
are so beautiful that one wants
to clasp them to one's heart." The
Azure Coast is such a spot with
Nice as its most sparkling pearl.
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ASTROLABE
By
1 ' HEODORE GRAEBNER

---------------------------------~-------------NOTRE DAME REVISITED
.&, Walking along the right bank
of the Seine, towards the
island on which Notre Dame Cathedral is situated, did not bring
much into view that had changed
the past forty years. The fine old
bridges were not, like most of
them in German cities, bombed
out by American or British fliers,
or dynamited by the natives to
stop the invading armies. They
were still fine looking bridges,
and the traffic over them was
busy as of yore. And the bookstalls along the river wall were
still there, though hard times had
hit them, only three or four out
of a good hundred being in use.
And a mile distant the two
square-topped belfries of Notre
Dame loomed up over the houses
as they did forty, and four hundred, years ago. Entering the old
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edifice, we again had the thrill
of all the memories of historic
events these walls had seen, and
the unrivaled greens, blues, and
reds of the medieval glass-makers
were distilling the sunlight as
they had these countless afternoons since the thirteenth century, when Notre Dame de Paris
was built. We saw the same colors
a little later in the windows of
the Sainte Chapelle, the private
chapel built, a hundred years before the cathedral, by the kings
of France. The glass had been
removed during the war, we saw
it piled up in huge wooden crate
in the basement of the chapel,
but much of it was in place. This
edifice is all windows, separated
by slender columns which by
some magic of medieval engineering have all these seven hundred
years borne the steep roof with
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its covering of lead plates. And
one of the first, it is one of the
most beautiful of all Gothic
buildings. jt is the unrivaled
jewel box of all religious architecture, you will say, when you
see the sunlight filtered through
the ancient glass.
Well, the war spared Paris, and
it spare<:! the cathedral, and the
Sainte Chapelle, and the tower of
St. Germain 1' Auxerrois, where
the bell is still tolled that gave the
signal- on· St. Bartholomew's Day,
August 24, 1572, for the murder
of 3o,ooo Protestants. And I again
saw the window in the Louvre
Palace, where King Henry IV discharged his gun at the Protestant
citizens fleeing toward a bridge
that spans the Seine.
This is the mystery of Roman
Catholicism-it could urge the
destruction of French Protestants
by public massacre as a Christian
duty, and it could build cathedrals, also to the glory of God,
like Notre Dame and such jewels
of religious devotion as the Holy
Chapel.

BAUMEISTER OF ULM
HAS A DREAM
This was back some time in
the fourteenth century. They
·were building a minster at Ulm,
on the Danube. The name of this
architect-Baumeister was Ulrich

£
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Ensinger and one day, in the years
when people dated their letters
and deeds in the thirteen-hundreds, he had a dream. T.hat
dream became a reality five hundred years later, when they found
on an old parchment the drawing·
for the minster's tower that had
never been built beyond the first
two hundred and fifty feet. It was
completed in 18go and is 521 feet
in height, the highest church steeple in the world. That would not
mean so much. A tower might be
very tall and yet not be beautiful.
But in the conception which rose
in the mind of Ulrich Ensinger
there was something that came
not out of this world. He pictured
to himself first of all a tower that
would in the lower part extend
clear across the front of the huge
cathedral, which is about 180 feet
wide, and which would contain
three arched gateways decorated
with a profusion of sculpture that
was to represent the Creation,
the Fall, and the Apostles with
their message of Redemption.
Piled upon this immense portal
there would be another section,
with its own intricate design of
columns, arches, and sculpture.
Upon this second tier a third,
and then a fourth, and then ever
striving up, up, up, finally an
octagonal structure from which
would rise a magnificent spire, all
of stone, and decorated to its uppermost finial-could it be done
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at all? Or was it only an artist's
dream? vVas it religious devotion
gone mad? So Ulrich Ensinger
mused in the year 1393 when he
supervised the building of the
minster begun in 1377, and designed its tower.
Today, amidst the indescribable wreckage caused by blockbuster bombs in 1944, stands practically unharmed the Ulm minster, still one of the greatest
achievements of the cathedral
builders. The sculptures are somewhat weather-worn after these six
hundred years of exposure, but
the main effect is still there, and
it is one of overpowering majesty.
Do not say that it will so affect
lovers of the Gothic. That is as
strange a misconception as it
would be to speak of people who
have a strange way of being impressed by the New York Life
building, or by Niagara Falls, or
by the AI ps. You need to know
nothing at all of Gothic, or of architecture, or of art, and yet if the
first view as you stand in the
M uensterplatz in Ulm and look
upward does not fill your mind
with thoughts of awe, and send
thrills tingling up and down your
spine, and strike you speechless
with the sense of such magnificence, you are just devoid of that
peculiar receptiveness to the expression of the religious spirit
which is normal in man.
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LAYMEN'S WORK
This is the secret of Gothicit
was the creation of the
•
Christian layman's mind, and for
this reason can never lose its appeal to the believing Christian.
Gothic was not inspired by the
priesthood, as a style. It was the
creation of the layman.
It would lead us beyond the
limits of this travelog if we
should point out those features by
'lvhich the medieval priesthood
would seek to elevate its position
above the laity through architectural and liturgical devices. Consider the many huge churches in
Lombardy (Italy), and the manner in which the sanctuary with
altar and priesthood was elevated
high up at the head of stairs of
many steps, until quite invisible
to the ·worshipers. The Gothic
builders said, "We will do away
with this nonsense. '"'e will see
what they are doing at our altars,
and we will make them walk on
the level of the Christian people
who are building these c,P.urches
and supporting this priesthood"and the sanctuary with altar, consecrated host and priest came
down to the level of the nave
where the people stood in worship.
These Baumeister and their fellow craftsmen and apprentices
were not at this time (about nso
A.D.) the members of the priest-
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hood or of the monastic clergy,
they were and remained laymen,
citizens. The builders had a
league or guild of their own, but
they conceived of their work as
builders of churches in the light
of a sacred profession. They had
their own laws and courts and
were not regarded as just another
labor-union. There was an apprenticeship of five years. Certain
secrets of building an arch that
will stand were kept under a syste~ of solemn pledges and some
have to this day remained unknown. The young builder was
made acquainted with geometry
and mathematics, the laws of
trains and stresses, for the entire
Gothic system is one of distributed stresses, with a minimum of
material and labor.
Let two instances suffice by way
of illustration.
It is possible that some buildings collapsed during construction, but with the exception of
Beauvais, where they tested out
the last limits of what an arch
will bear, and which had its tower
over the crossing collapse several
times before it stood (stands today!) -they stood; what was the
ecret of this perfection of engineering skill? I was told by an expert builder at Stuttgart that the
teeple of St. Stephan's church in
ienna-another magnificent example of Gothic design -sways
1.9 meter, which is about six feet,

at its highest finial when in a severe storm. What makes the solid
rock sway and bend without
breaking? For these great spires
are all of stone to the topmost
cross.
A second instance is the supreme art in the choice of building material. Granite was not
used, being too hard to work into
square sides. But lime-stone and
sand-stone are subject to weathering. One might cite examples of
most unfortunate choice of stone
by modern experts in construction; consider only the tower of
the Harkness memorial dormitories at Yale, an eleven million
dollar contract (of which the tower consumed one million), with
all the expert knowledge of a
great university available, yet in
less than twenty years some of the
rock weathered out and caused
the school enormous expense for
taking out the offending sections
of masonry. Why are the exteriors of many churches built 500700 years ago still so slightly
weathered as to call for no reconstruction? These Baumeister took
these secrets with them to their
graves.
Finally, I am impatient with
the saying that superstition reared
these great houses of worship.
Stand inside the Cologne Cathedral, or Westminster Abbey, or
St. Thomas on Fifth Avenue or
St. John the Divine, and ask
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The Luther House in Wittenberg
Th·e former Cloister of the Augustinian Order
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Luther's Pulpit, Sand Clock and Reading Desk
from the Wittenberg City Church now preserved
in the Luther House in Wittenberg

The Interior of the City Church in Wittenberg
Luther's preaching church as it looks today
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whether anything but the spirit of
religion can create these structures. Betrayed and misled as the
medieval people were by their
clergy, they still loved their church
and gave it first place in their interests. At Friedberg, n·e ar Frank-
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furt, I visited a beautiful old Hallenkirche built in 1222, and its
pastor, Dr. Stroh, says that this
town, its population never over
2000, had nine fine houses of worship, far beyond the needs of the
community or countryside.-Why?

AND MUSIC MA K ERS
Republican Symphony
By WALTER A. HANSEN

b Percy was a Republican of the
.- most brilliant dye. He had
been born a Republican. He had
been reared a Republican. He had
clung· to Republicanism through
thick and thin.
Percy abhorred the Democratic
Party and nearly everything it
stood for. He had a particular
horror of donkeys and the ways
of donkeys. "I must admit," he
often said, "that the Democrats
made a good choice when they hit
upon the donkey to symbolize
their party. Democrats are congenitally addicted to donkeyism."
On the other hand, Percy was
almost wildly fond of elephants.
He had seen elephants in circuses
and in the movies. He had read
about them in story books. They
carried a great amount of weight,
he knew; but so did the Republican Party. "Besides," meditated
Percy, "elephants never forget.
Elephants, like Republicans, have

long· memories. They loathe protracted bureaucracies."
Whenever time and opportunity were propitious, Percy liked to
drool over the tale about what
one stalwart elepl).ant-a Republican, of course-said to his comrade-likewise a Republicanwhen the circus to which the pair
was attached entered a town in
which it had not played for more
than fifty-seven years. Absalom, a
huge bull elephant still in the
pink of condition in spite of sixtyone years under the big top,
nudged Ahab with his trunk and
whispered, "Ahab, I'm glad to be
back in this town. Fifty-seven
years ago-on June 7, 18gi, to be
exact-a rapscallion in this burg
fed me some vile-tasting peanuts.
I'll never forget that guy. He was
a Democrat. If he comes to the
circus today, I'll try my level best
to swat him with my trunk."
Percy was a composer- a com-
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poser prim and precise who had
won fame throughout the United
States and in one or two foreign
countries. His music was popular.
No, he did not write such things
as Deviled Ham Blues, I'm Tidy
Every Friday, J!Valtzing Off the
Cuff, or Dewey Gives Us Hooey.
Such abominations were not his
stock in trade. Percy wrote serious
music-music with a lift, music
with a punch, music with a message.
One . day Percy heard a new
work from the pen of a composer
named Mike. The title was Democ-ratic Symphony, and, as the program notes and much hullabaloo
let him kpow, the composition
was dedicated to the Democratic
Party and, in particular, to one
Harry S. Truman.
Percy admired lVlike's ability.
Furthermore, he liked the workmanship in Mike's Democratic
Symphony. But he was a bit envious. "Why," he asked, "should
such skill be wasted on a lost
cause?" "Mike's symphony, good
as it is," he went on, "won't win
votes for the Democrats."
On the day after the performance of Mike's Democ1·atic SymjJhony in Percy's home town the
Republican newspapers damned
the work with faint praise. Percy
read the articles with tremendous enthusiasm. The Cloudburst
opined that a good Republican
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composer should provide a counterblast to Mike's Democratic
Symphony, and the Scimitar declared in a front-page editorial
that Percy was the man to make
the much-touted DemocTatic S)'m jJhony look like two cents' worth
of rancid cheese.
"'Vha t do you think?" Percy
asked his friends. "Shall I write
a Republican Symphony?" Every
reply was encouraging. The moP
Percy thought about the matter,
the more eager he became to
crowd Mike out of the limelight.
He was restless. He slept fitfully,
and even the baked beans for
which his wife was famous tasted
like hunks of chopped rope.
Percy was loyal. He knew that
he could not let his party down.
Consequently, he made up his
mind to out-Mike Mike. From
that moment his restlessness disappeared. He slept soundly, and his
wife's baked beans tickled his palate as e.ntrancingly as they had
tickled it before the Democratic
SymjJhony had taken away every
trace of his customary appetite for
them.
"A Republican Symphony in
the true sense of the title," determined Percy, "requires orchestral forces on a huge scale. I must
outdo myself. I, too, shall use a
chorus and some soloists. If Mike
can imitate Beethoven, why can't
I?"
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Percy Goes to Work
t\ So Percy sat down at his desk
• . and lit a pipe. It was a famous
pipe. No less a personage than
Theodore Roosevelt had presented it to Percy's grandfather. On
one occasion vVarren Gamaliel
Harding had paid a brief visit to
the old homestead in which Percy lived, moved, ate baked beans,
and composed music. When Warren Gamaliel saw the prized pipe,
he said to Abel, Percy's father,
"Abel, keep that pipe in the family. It will make for good Republicanism. Cherish that pipe."
Curiously enough, Percy never
smoked the pipe before he began
to write his Republican SymjJhony. He knew, of course, that
his own unflinching Republicanism would provide him with inspiration; but he concluded that
the pipe which his grandfather
had received from Theodore
Roosevelt would make assurance
doubly sure. So he lit the cherished heirloom.
Long ago Percy had read that
some of the world-famous creators
of masterpieces in the field of literature and the arts used unique
stimuli to put themselves into productive moods. He had learned
that Friedrich Schiller, the German poet, kept rotting apples in
the drawers of the desk at which
he wrote and that Honore de Balzac would don the cowl of a
Dominican monk, drink large

amounts of coffee, and work by
candlelight. He knew that Richard Wagner reveled in the fragrance of fine perfumes, liked to
compose in luxurious surroundings, and, until his physician said
no, set great store by his snuffbox.
Claude Debussy, he had read, was
inordinately fond of an especially
brewed tea prepared by none
other than Debussy himself. Besides, the Frenchman wanted his
room filled with flowers. It was
decorated entirely in green. Here
Debussy kept Greek statuettes,
rare walking canes, Japanese lacquered work, beautifully bound
books, vases, and many other
choice objects of art. Sometimes
the Frenchman sought inspiration
by standing on one of the bridges
over the Seine and gazing intently
at the water. Even as a boy Debussy had adorned his room ·with
butterflies.
Well, Percy, not to be outdone
by Schiller, Balzac, Wagner, or
Debussy, had acquired the habit
of doing something out of the
ordinary whenever he composed.
What was it? He would sit in a
chair which had once graced the
home of a second cousin of Calvin
Coolidge, gently stroke the trunk
of the statuette of an , elephant,
and rest his bare feet on a rug
said to have come from a vicious
bear reported to have been shot
by a bosom friend of Abraham
Lincoln. Besides, he always used
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an t.:rascr attached to an elaborate- a New Look-a Thomas E. Dewey
ly carved bone taken from the Look. Everything is prim and precise.
hind leg of a weasel.
At first Percy wanted to use
The first movement of Percy's
symphony has a stately introduc- Chicken Reel as part of the
tion-an introduction represent- Scherzo} but he concluded that
ing the dignity of the United this would be too risky. Why
States. It is contained in only should he crawl out on a limb as
Lhirty-seven and one-half bars. Herbert Hoover had done? Had
'·Maybe," mused Percy, "some will not Dewey himself declared in
ask why it isn't longer. My answer clarion tones that he-Deweyis, 'Republicans do not dilly-dally. was fettered by no obligations
They do not beat about the bush. whatever? No, Dewey had not
promised two chickens in ever
They come to the point.'"
The half-measure of silence pot. Neither had he, the expert
gives the listeners a brief oppor- farmer, committed himself to
tunity to indulge in sober reflec- more comfortable night shirts for
tion before the woodwinds sing everyone concerned nor to bigger
the merry first theme of the first and better cow pastures. But Dewmovement-the Free Enterprise ey could give a hint or two. Who
Theme. A second subject-in- was there to stop him?
toned by the trumpets-is labeled
Out-Miking Mike
Dewey Will Do It.
h In the Democratic Symphony
Since Percy is sure in his own
n1ind that a Republican victory ,;· Mike had confined his soloists
will mean a chicken in every pot, to the last movement. Percy dehe weaves bits of Chicken Reel cided to do better than that.
into the development section. It
The Sche-rzo begins with a speis not an out-and-out promise, to cific New Look Theme. It is rolbe sure; but it is a hint-a hint licking and, at the same time, cawell worth noting. Bits of it crop ressing. Intermittently the time
up even in the reprise.
changes from three-fourths to twoThe listener thinks of factories fourths. At moments it is jazzy;
hummin.g with activity, of bum- at moments it smacks of Tchaiper crops, of succulent chicken . kovsky. Why? Because, as Dewey
gizzards, of shining new motor himself says, it's time for a change.
cars, of baked beans · that literally The Trio} strangely enough, is in
melt in your mouth. In a word, four-fourths time. '"'hy not? This,
it is a New Look in government. too, is a change. Cocoanut shells
No, it is not a New Deal. It is are used to suggest the trotting of
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a Missouri mule while a tenor in
the guise of a onetime haberdasher delivers himself of an offthe-cuff recitative. "The whole
weight of the moon and stars and
all the planets," sings the exhaberdasher, "fell on me when I
became President. You shall have
civil rights! You shall have civil
rights!" Offstage is heard a lusty
baritone voice asking, "Sez who?
Sez who?" The cocoanut shells
gradually di e out, the tenor r etires to a room in the back to
await his nomination, and the
J\Tew Look Them e again caresses
the audience. It is thrilling.
Percy always likes to be on what
he thinks is the safe side. Therefore he evolved a weasel motif
for the slow movement of his
symphony. No, it is by no means
the principal melodic material of
this part of the work; it merely
crawls along, steadily and circumspectly, in the violas while the
rest of the orchestra sings an Out
TVith the Btt1·eaucrats Theme, a
Labor Theme, and a little ditty
for the Dixiecrats. The weasel motif continues on its way while the
English horn, reinforced at times
by the contrabassoon and the
French horn, intones a subject entitled Politics Stops at the TVater's
Edge. The strings and the clari-·
nets suggest the play of waves
beating against the shore, and afterwards; there is a piccolo solo to
give comfort to the isolationists.

The Finale is a masterpiece in
itself. "Shall I imitate Beethoven
as Mike has done?" Percy asks
himself once more. "Why not? Is
there a better composer to imitate?"
So the fourth movement begins
with six- not four- blood-curdling
dissonances- one for the Trumanites, one for the Wallaceites, one
for the Norman Thomasites, one
for those who deliberately misunderstand what Robert A. Taft
said about whistle stops and about
eating less, and one for those who
say that Dewey reminds them of
the bridegroom on a wedding
cake. Then there is a recitativea recitative filled with emptiness
to suggest the dt~eariness of the
protracted Democratic regime. It
is sixteen bars in length. Beethoven-in the Ninth-had given
his recitatives to the double
basses and the 'celli. Percy used
the lowest tones of the contrabassoon. Snatches of the melodic
material of the preceding mmTments pass in review, as it werc~L la Beethoven. After each snatch
there is another gloomy recitative
exactly sixteen bars long.
Then comes the 1Ve Shall Never
Forget Theme. It is a gTacefuJ
elephant dance, played alternately by the tubas and the double
basses. Next a steam calliope sings
a streamlined hymn of praise to
the Eightieth Congress.
Suddenly a dapper baritone-
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short in stature, wearing a welltrimmed mustache, and carrying
the brief case of a determined
prosecuting attorney-steps to the
front and sings, "It's time for a
change! It's time for a chang·e!"
A platinum blonde soprano made
up to look like Clare Boothe Lucc
joins the baritone in an intricate
canonic treatment of the same
words. After an Anti-Inflation
Theme on the kettledrums and a
Bigger P'r oduction Theme on
the glockenspiel the chorus-200
strong-bursts forth in "It's time
for a change!" The baritone waves
his brief case and drinks a huge
glassful of V-8 while the soprano
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sings at the top of her honeysweet voice, "Democrats are troubadours of trouble, crooners of
catastrophe."
Next Percy does what even a
Bach had boggled at doing. He
builds a quadruple fug·ue. Dixie)
Yankee Doodle, the Elephant
Theme, and the Time for a
Change Theme strut arm in arm.
A faint clop-clopping of the cocoanut shells reveals that the Missouri mule and the onetime haberdasher are running for cover.
A grandiloquent Horseshoe Coda-suggested by a visit which Percy had once paid to Tom Dewey's
barn-closes the symphony.

+
RECENT RECORDINGS
Kilnstlerleben (A1'list's Life); Rosen aus dem Silden
(Roses from the South); Wiene·r
Blut (Vienna Blood); Schatz Walzer
(Treasure Waltz), from Der Zigeunerbaron (The Gypsy Baron).
Miliza Korjus, soprano, with the
RCA Victor Orchestra under Antal Dorati.- Miss Korjus, whose
Yoice has the sheen of brilliant
silver, sings Mr. Dorati's abbreviated arrangements of these four
masterpieces. RCA Victor Album

JmiANN STRAuss.

1221.

SPEAKS. Sylvia. FREDERICK
KNIGHT LoGAN. Pale Moon. Thomas Hayward, tenor, with Frank La
·Forge at the piano.-Mr. Hayward

0LEY

makes his debut on RCA Victor
records. He, too, sings two popular tidbits. RCA Victor disc 101426.
Dance of the Seven
Veils, from Salome. The Royal
Philharmonic Orchestra under Sir
Thomas Beecham, Bart.-A stirring reading of this wonderful ex·
ample of orchestral wizardry. RCA
Victor disc 12-0344·

RICHARD STRAUSS.

FRANZ LISZT. Sonetto del Petrarca,
No. I04. 'Villiam Kapell, pianist.
-Liszt interlards eroticism and lyricism with occasional flashes of brilliance. Kapell gives a praiseworthy
performance. RCA Victor disc 1 2034:!.
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All unsign 'd reviews are by members of the Staff

Hider's Lieutenant
JOSEPH GOEBBELS: The Devil's
Advocate. By Curt Riess. Doubleday & Company, Garden City, N.
Y. 1948. 367 pages. $3·95·
IESS,

who came to this country

fifteen years ago, has published
R
a number of well-written books on
various phases of Nazism. This detailed biography of the sinister little
Propaganda Minister of the Reich,
from his birth to the day of his
suicide, is the result of extensive
studies made by Riess in Germany
and of interviews wi~h Goebbels'
closest surviving co-workers and relatives, including his mother and sister.
Goebbels, according to Riess, was
far and away the most · dangerous
man of the Hitler regime. "Without
his propaganda magic, Hitler certainly would not have become · a
world menace." A cynic as far as
others were concerned and an infidel in religion, Goebbels made Hitler his god through a sort of selfhypnosis and served him with -fanatical zeal. He applied his keen in-

telligence with unflagging energy to
the building of a propaganda machine the like of which the world
had never seen, and no moral scruples ever interfered with his diabolical thoroughness. He sold Hitler
to the German people and kept
them in line to the very end. The
war psychosis which led to the infamous Munich Pact was engineered
by his propaganda. It was he who
saved the Nazi state at the time of
the putsch of July 20, 1944.
Goebbels certainly did plenty of
devilish work, but, for all that, the
sub-title of the book, "The Devil's
Advocate," strikes us as decidedly
inappropriate. This expression is so
firmly established as a technical term
that any other use is confusing. The
"devil's advocate" is an official of
the Roman Congregation of Rites
who moves objections against one
who is proposed for canonization a
a saint. Of course, no shade of thi
meaning can ·apply here. Something
like "the devil's sponsor" would
have been better.
Riess . is in error when he writes,
~(Kritikaster : was a : word · Goebbels

_______I
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himself had invented." The word
was used by Lessing, Heine, and
others.
In the Introduction Riess makes
the sensational statement that Goebbels devoted his last months to the
planting of "time-bomb propaganda," which was to become effective
long after his death. The book furnishes little or no evidence for this
claim.

Crusading for Socialism
THE AMERICAN DEfl.!OCRACY:
A Commentary and an InterjJretatio11. By Harold J. Laski. The Viking Press, New York. 194_8. 78:;
pages. $6.50.
AROLD J. LASKI ·is a learned man.
He is a man addicted both by
H
nature and by circumstances to much
probing and meditating. Unfortunately, however, his probing and his
meditating are, to a large extent,
pink in color.
Mr. Laski, erudite man that he is,
undoubtedly believes that his bulky
commentary on democracy as it exists in the United States of America
is both fair and dispassionate. As
one reads the huge new book from
the famous Englishman's clever, witty, and far-roaming pen, one concludes that bright flames of the utmost sincerity are constantly burning
in the word-loving author's breast.
Sincerity is a wonderful virtue. No
able crusader can do without it. If
a Socialist who is convinced through
<1nd through of the rightness and the
righteousness of his cause decides
that the world has need of ·an interpretation of the United States, and,

I
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on top of this, concludes, after much
probing and meditating, that he, the
Socialist, is eminently qualified to
bless the world with such an interpretation, then one can be sure that
a book resulting from the birth pains
to which said Socialist subjects himself will be shot through with un mistakable evidences of glowing sincerity.
Mr. Laski, one gathers, would like
to reform the world. As a member of
the executive committee of the British Labor Party and an influential
professor of political science at the
University of London he has done
his best to refonn Great Britain.
Now, one assumes, it is the turn of
the United States; for if the colossus
known as the United States of America does not become aware of the
milk-and-honey blessings which the
globe at large could and would imbibe from the paps of socialism a la
Laski, it would miss a golden opportunity.
No, Mr. Laski is not a Red. He
himself has blasted the British Communist Party in a work entitled ThcJ
Secret Battalion. But with all his
keenness of observation he does not
see that a straight-through application of the socialism he espouses
'"'ould, in the end, be bound to lead
to regimentation similar to that
which exists today in the Soviet
Union.
Mr. Laski's big volume abounds in
truths. The learned author points
out many big and little imperfections in what is commonly known as
the American way of life. Sometimes
he does so with wit as sharp and as
blistering as it is irresistible; som '-
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times he eems to say out of the
depths of the pinkness which fills his
crusading heart, "Shame on yon!
Shame on you!"
It is good for us to read what Mr.
Laski has to say, in his voluminous
and often witty manner, about the
numerous shortcomings of our way of
living. Citizens of th~ United St:ltcs
of America should never yield to a
desire to say to Mr. Laski, "Even:
flaw in our own life has its sister, it ·
brother, its cousin, its aunt, its uncle,
or its ordinary shirt-tail relative in
the civilization of your mn1 land.··
Then Mr. Laski " ·ottld r ejoin with
devastating candor, ''\Vhat you say
is true. Oh, so true! But my book is
about America, not about Britain or
any other country."
Well, as said before, it is good for
us to be probed by a Socialist and a
crusader as good-natured and as sincere as Mr. Laski. '1\Te are not offended. Mr. Laski has spent some time in
the United States. He taught at
Harvard University, served as Bar-·
vard Lecturer at Yale, and was Henry ',Yard Beecher Lecturer at Amherst. ·He kept his eyes, his ears, and
his nose open. In consequence, his
book abounds in clear-cut and illuminating descriptions of what he
saw, heard, and smelled.
One must say in all fairness that
Mr. Laski himself neither declares
nor intimates that only foul smells
made their way into his alert nostrils while he sojourned in our land
or while he pored over scores of
books about the United States and
its people. Now and then his highly
sensitive olfactory nerve experienced
pleasure and delight. But there is

one odor in which the Laskian nos·
trils rejoice above all else. That particular odor is classified as socialism,
and Mr. Laski dotes on it with such
consuming love that he never experiences the utmost in pleasure unless there is a whiff of socialism in
the air.
If it is true th:H a chain is as
strong as its weakest link, then one
must conclude that Mr. Laski's book,
in which drab didacticism rubs elbows with many brilliant observations and much truth, lacks power
because, in the final analysis, it is a
socialistic tract. Just as Upton Sin clair, who once had the ability to
become an able novelist, invariabl v
vitiates his stories with palpable evidences of his heart-and-soul belief
in socialism, so Mr. Laski, who has
much learning and a pen of rare
facility, spoils his volume on the
American democracy by drenching it
with the propaganda of a died-in-the'vool Socialist.
It is the American business man
who, in the last analysis, bears the
brunt of Mr. Laski's many onslaughts; for the American business
man stands for an order of things
which does not jibe with the goal
for which the erudite and witty
prober and crusader who wrote The
American Democracy lifts up his
voice. Mr. Laski opines:
In the last analysis, the problem of
the business man is the gap between the
philosophy he professes and the character of the environment to which he
has to apply it. He seeks to live by a
creed so long outmoded that its recitation belongs less to the realm of
.thought than of ritual. And he is in
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the dilemma that the t·itual no longer
performs the magic which was once the
inner secret of his power, and that,
with the ritual fading away, the hold
of the myth becomes more difficult unless it be transformed. He is coming
rapidly to the stage where he must
choose between a creed which does not
work and a world which can be confjuered only by innovations as drastic
as those which led to the foundation
of the United States of America or
those which were the outcome of the
Civil War. He will, of course, make the
innovations, since adaptation is the invadable pl'ice of survival. But he is
haunted by the dread of what he may
find in the world into which he then
enters. He is, above all, haunted by the
fear that, when he has entered it, he
may have lost the power to control his
own destiny.

Solution in Palestine
WE NEED NOT FAIL. By Sumner
'..Yelles. Houghton :Miffiin Company, Boston. 1948. 143 pages.
$2.50.
believes that the
world peace in our
time depends upon the proper hancUing of the troubled situation in the
Holy Land. If, for any reason whatever, the clash between the Jews and
the Arabs is not stopped, then Palestine may well become what Manchuria was in 1931.
On November 29, 1947, the Assembly of the United Nations decided by a majority of two-thirds that
two politically independent states
should be set up in the Holy Land.
one for the Arabs and one for the
.Jews. The Jews acceded to the division; the Arabs rejected it. Perhaps,
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argues Mr. Welles, the plan had
many shortcomings; nevertheless, it
was a mode of procedure which could
be: made to work and which could,
in time, lead to a peaceful and permanent solution of the knotty Palestinian problem.
The United States concurred in
the decision of the Assembly of the
United Nations. Unfortunately, however, our country soon made a complete about-face. Why? It was
thought necessary to placate the embittered world of the Arabs; for it
would not do to have the Arabs as
foes in case a war with the Soviet
Union should come to pass. Besides,
military strategists and the oil interests were opposed to the implementation of the vote.
·
Mr. Welles is convinced that the
Arabs have no justifiable claim to
complete possession of Palestine,
which was liberated from the Turks
during World War I, not by the
power of the Arabs but by the Allies. He points out how Britain, for
various reasons, failed to act in accordance with the Balfour Declaration and how, as a result of this, affairs went from bad to worse in the
Holy Land. The United States, too,
has in recent months been guilty of
harmful vacillation in the matter of
Palestine.
The author of We Need Not Fail
realizes that extremists among the
Zionists, the Arabs, the English, and
the Americans will consider his plan
an unsatisfactory compromise; but,
keen-eyed realist that he is, he knows
at the same time that the situation
as it stands can and will lead to
greater trouble in the future. Some
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Zionists will find fault with an international police force organized
to see to it that the decision relating to partition is carried out, and
the Arabs certainly will be bitterly
hostile to such a measure. N evertheless, Mr. V\Telles declares that
there can be no hope for peace in Palestine, other than peace by extermination,
unless the partition plan adopted by
the Assembly six months ago is reinstated as the definitive expression of its
decision, and unless that plan, backed
by an adequate armed force established
by the United Nations, once more receives the official support of the United
States.

Mr. '\IVelles concludes his book with
the words:
_'\t this climactic moment in his tory
the future destinies of \Vcstern civilization rest in the hands of the American
people. If we will only see that when
our Government weakens the structure
of collective security it thereby weakens
our capacity to help to build a new
world order under which this nation
can safely live, and under which an
peoples can advance toward freedom
and security, we need not fail to meet
the challenge that Fate has offered m.

Gambling Without a Gamble
THE THEORY AND PRACTICE
OF GAMESMANSHIP or The
Art of Winning Games Without
Actually Cheating by Stephen Potter. Henry Holt and Company,
New York. $2.50.
in a while (but more and
more rarely in these days of
O
real, quasi, and pseudo crisis) one
NCE

comes across a book which awakes
the same sort of poignant memories

as does the momentary glimpse of an
old sweetheart on a crowded sidewalk. Such a book is The Theory
and Practice of Gamesmanship, a
bit of gentle spoofing got up by
Stephen Potter, the director of special features for the B.B.C.
Here is another bit of evidence for
the thesis which we shall develop at
more length one of these days, to
wit: that humor is as distinctively a
British trait as comedy is an American or irony a French trait. Gamesmanship as an institution could
have developed only in England and,
probably, only among those classes
of the English who have always been
in disfavour with Americans and,
currently are in disfavour with their
own government because they do not
have it in them to be zealots, whether for Progress, or Sport, or Learning, or Fabianism, or any of the other capital-letter interests which the
zealots pursue with such grim enthusiasm.
Reduced to its simplest terms,
gamesmanship comprehends the
whole field of methods by which the
easy-going person can beat the zealot
at his own game. It is a kind of
practical application of the now all
but forgotten truth that the human
mind is supposed to be able to make
life simpler and less wearing. It pits
the mind against the will and the
muscular system, producing the kind
of results that one would expect if
he has any faith at all in the human
intelligence.
This reviewer, for one, had
thought that such writing as this
was no longer being done. It belongs
to a happier and more gracious pe-
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riod, a period antedating the book
clubs and the Significant Literature
era. It would be pleasant to hope
that Potter is the forerunner of a
new breed of ·writers but, of course,
he isn't. We catch the glimpse, it is
gone, and we are swallowed up
again in the monotonous crowd with
only a small pleasurable glow inside
us to remind us that the earth used
to be green in May and that there
was laughter in the evening.
JOHN STRIETELMEIER

Jungle Drums
NEW SONG IN A STRANGE
LAND. By Ethel Warner. Decorations by J o Dendel. Houghton
Mifflin Company, Boston. 1948.
302 pages. $3.50.
STHER SIETMANN WARNER spent
her childhood on a farm near
Laurel, Iowa. While she was very
young she often carried coffee to
her father in the fields. She says:

E

I tried to meet him on the highest hill
.-\fter he had gone down the furrow :;
I sat on the warm earth and lookc<
down the straight rows until they
merged in the distance. They carriecl
me to the horizon. I thought that if I
could really stand there I could sentl
my thoughts on to the next horizon,
spanning the earth in giant strides.
When I told my mother about this,
she spread a map of the world on the
kitchen table and read aloud from it
the strange-sounding names ,of far places.
The Grain Coast, the Ivory Coast, the
Gold Coast, the Congo, the Bight of
Benin! My mother was taking me on
my first trip down the 'Vest Coast beCore I could read. I made up songs to
go with the names of the places I would
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,·~sit. Bight of Benin was just right to
go with a long step, a hop, and a jump.

Years later, aboard a blacked-out
ship bound for Liberia, Mrs. Warner
again heard Bight of Benin put into
song, this time in the form of an
old sailor's chantey which dates back
to the time when West Africa well
deserved to be called the "white
man's graveyard."
Beware! Beware! The Bight of Benin!
Forty come out; thirty-nine stay in.

Mrs. Warner and her husband,
Robert Warner, a botanist engaged
in research on the Firestone Rubber
Plantation in Liberia, spent two adventure-packed years in Africa. They
explored the jungle country so that
Mrs. Warner might have an opportunity to examine and study primitive carvings and other ancient
handicrafts. They made friends with
native tribesmen and their chieftains. Accompanied only by superstitious K.puesi carriers, Mrs. Warner
made a safari into the hinterland
settlements. Everywhere she made
new and amazing discoveries, and everywhere she worked at her pet hobbies: sculpture, painting, and woodcarving.
New Song in a St1•ange Land is
the engrossing record of the Warners' experiences in a land of mystery and enchantment. Mrs. Warner
is an excellent story-teller. She has
the power to transmit to her readers
something of her own feeling for
peoples whom most of us can know
only from books and hearsay.
The Warners have returned to civilization. In her comfortable home
in California, Mrs. Warner concluded her book with these words:
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Sufficient time has elapsed for me to
see the strange land of Africa with
some perspective. I have no patent answer for its many problems. I only
know that the wealth of the country is
not in the things that white men, sin ce
the da ys of the Portuguese sailing ships
ltave gone there to find-gold, ivory ,
pepper, rubber. The real wealth is ·in
the intrinsic fineness and the amazin ~
udture of the native tribesmen.

The fascinating illustrations to be
found in New Song in a Strange
Land are by Jo Dendel, a former
pupil of Mrs. Warner and now a
partner in Denwar Ceramics, a company founded by the Warners.

Divine Little Light
THE OTHER HOUSE. By Henry
James. Introduction by Leon Edel.
A New Directions Book. 228 pages.
$3.00.
ENRY JAMES has always been
something of an enigma in the
world of letters. Born in the United
States in 1843, Mr. James became a
voluntary expatriate soon after the
close of the Civil War. He traveled
extensively throughout Europe, lived
in Paris for several years, and then
settled in London, where he remained for almost half a century.
He became a British subject and
died in his adopted homeland in
1916.
In his recent book, The Ame1·ican
Democracy (The Viking Press, New
York. 1948), Harold J. Laski points
to Henry James as "by so much the
most distinguished figure among the
literary expatriates of America." Mr.
Laski says, "An artist of high seriousness of purpose, he left America be-

H

cause he missed there the thick soil
of a rich culture in which alone, as
he thought, the artist could grow."
"It behooves me," James wrote to
Charles Eliot Norton in 1870, "as
a luckless American, diabolically
tempted of the shallow and the superficial, really to catch the flavour
of an old civilization (it hardly matters which) and to strive to raise
myself, for one brief moment at
least, in the attitude of observation."
Mr. Laski believes that the turmoil in James's heart and mind is
reflected in the "labyrinthine escapism" which characterizes his writings.
Since at the present time the works
of Henry James are being extensively revived, restudied, and re-evaluated, we shall undoubtedly have other,
and perhaps widely divergent, critiques on the life and the writings
of the famous American expatriate.
Th e Othe1· House, originally conceived for the stage, appeared in
serial form in the Illustrated London
News during the summer of 1896. A
few months later the novel was
brought out in book form and immediately scored a mild success in
Europe and in America. The Othe1·
House is a taut, closely knit, and
highly dramatic tale of passion and
violence. Although James never realized his long-cherished dream of
seeing The Other House brought to
life on the London stage, we know
that he felt for this brainchild a special warmth and fondness. On one
occasion he exclaimed, "Oh, blest
Other House, which gives me thus
at every step a precedent, a support,
a divine little light to walk b y.
.. !"
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The introduction written for The
Qther House by Leon Edel is excellent. It is drawn from material assembled by Mr. Edel for a larger
work-to be known as Henry ]ames:
The Dmmatic Y em·s-on which he
has been working for some time.

"Science" vs. Religion
BEFORE ABRAHAM. By Byron C.
Nelson. Augsburg Publishing
House, Minneapolis, Minn. 119
pages. Price $1. so.
author or "After Its Kind"
and "The Deluge Story in
T
Stone" in this new book Befm·e
HE

A braham has made an attempt to
harmonize, or at least to ameliorate,
the conflict which at present exists
between "science" and religion.
In his Introduction he describes
the conflict in these words: "Conflict
between science and religion exists
because there are Bible interpreters
who say that Scripture teaches that
man is a late comer on the earth,
even as late as six thousand years,
whereas teachers of science maintain
that the facts of science clearly
show that man has been here a very
long time-many times more than six
thousand years. And conflict between
science and religion exists also because there are teachers of science
who maintain that man was not
created as the Bible says but has
evolved by natural processes from
lower animals."
In the development of his thesis
the author will probably startle two
professional groups-the conservative
theologian and the evolutionistic
scientist.

He will startle the theologian with
the proposition that man is upon
earth much longer than the generally
accepted six thousand years. And he
will startle the evolutionist with the
statement that "man has always been
man," and not a product of evolutionary development.
The author points out to the
theologian that Archbishop Ussher's
dates are untenable because they fail
to take in to account the condensed
genealogies of the Bible which present many unbridgeable gaps. He
enlists the science of geology, especially the case of the "varves," and
the science of archaeology which has
unearthed the utensils man has used
in all ages to indicate the longevity
of man on the earth.
The author points out to the
cvolutionistic scientist that men lived
in caves not only in prehistoric
times, but also in biblical times, and
even today the Veddahs of India live
in caves during the rainy season. But
Nelson reaches the peak of his argument against the evolutionist with
his keen analysis of the so-called
"missing links," indicating that in
all ages men have been as they are
now-and consequently did not
evolve.
In his "Afterword" the author
states: "The writer holds that whoever denies the testimony of the
varves ignorantly fights against God,
and whoever burdens the Bible with
Ussher does likewise."
Before Abraham will provoke a
great deal of discussion among both
theologians and scientists.
A.

w.

BRUSTAT
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The Kinsey Report
SEXUAL BEHAVIOR IN THE
HUMAN MALE. By Alfred C.
Kinsey. \IVardell B. Pomeroy,
Clyde E. Martin. W. B. Saunders
Company, Philadelphia and London. 1948. IV-8o4 pages. $6.50.

EXUAL BEHAVIOR IN THE HUMAN

MALE, will disappoint many nonS
professional readers. They will
search in vain for the morbid, the
bazaar, and the salacious. It was
written by a scientist for clinical
pstychologists, psychiatrists, sociologists, doctors, educators and preachers. In fact, it is for those who must
counsel youth in these hectic postwar and pre-war days.
Another warning needs to be
pointed. The title, Sexual Behavior
in the Human Male, seems to indicate that Dr. Kinsey is describing
n01·mal sexual behavior. This is not
the case. He deals mostly with the
abnormal. The bulk of the volume
has to do with a statistical analysis
of the answers of 6,300 white males
to an arbitrary, prearranged questionnaire of 521 questions. The questions are divided into eight. categories. Categories I, II, Ill, IV. list
purely physiological traits. Categories
V and VI have to do with adolescent
and pre-adolescent habits and fancies
which have been known for generations to wide-awake doctors, preachers, and teachers. All of category
VIII and most of category VII have to
do with those poor people who are
looked upon by psychologists, psychiatrists, doctors, lawyers, preachers
and teachers, in fact by all except
possibly Dr. Kinsey and associates, as

being abnormal. At best approximately one-half of the questions under category VII form a questionnaire which could be addressed to
respectable men and women without the questioner having his face
slapped.
Doctor Kinsey and his associate
have u ed the bug counting approach to · sex and abnormality in
order to set up a generalization for
the 145,ooo,ooo people in the United
States. Dr. Kinsey and associates, who
are true scientists, state that their
approach is taxonomic. They declare
in various places in the book that
it will be very dangerous to draw
generalizations for the total population from the very limited sample
which they used and which is by no
means random, technically speaking.
Nevertheless, an elaborate clinical table is appended to the book which
purports to give generalizations for
the male population from adolescence to old age. Eight groups of
people are included in the study. Of
these eight groups less than half constitute a normal-life group. The
eight groups are: college communities connected with a variety of institutions; several upper middle-class
groups; several professional groups;
a remote and isolated rural community; a concentrated and rather
large homosexual community, in a
large city; a negro underworld community in a large city; several penal
in titutional groups; a white male
underworld group in a large city.
The author sought to obtain total
or 1oo per cent samples of these
eight groups.
The data gathered by Kinsey and
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associates are preponderantly from
the northeastern quarter of the U. S.,
but they also include Indiana, Central Illinois, and those New England
States which are contiguous to New
York. The Western Plains States, together with the West Coast, including California are practically omitted.
The authors of the book indicate
that the work done thus far is only
a part of what they have in mind.
They hope to administer their questionnaire to a total of 1oo,ooo,ooo.
In view of the fact that the author
rejects the technique of representative sampling in favor of 100 per
cent sampling (page 92) it is doubtful, even if he completes the work
of questioning 1oo,ooo,ooo people
out of 145,ooo,ooo whether his conclusions would be looked upon as
reliable. The assumptions underlying this vast research project are
open to serious criticism.
Since sexual behavior even in 1948
is still related to the moral law, particularly the sixth commandment,
one is interested in knowing whether
this phase of the problem appears
in Dr. Kinsey's questionnaire. Out
of 521 questions two at the most can
even remotely be connected with the
moral law. The remainder completely disregard the implications, sanctions, and condemnations of the
moral law.
The validity of the project on
sexual behavior is frankly questioned
by the authors themselves: "Again
it should be emphasized that most
of these calculations of validity have
been based on the college segment
of the population, which is the only
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group represented now by large
enough series to warrant such examination" (page 153) . In other words
only a small part of their own findings are valid. In spite of this pointed warning it is the opinion of the
reviewer that the statistics of this
book will nevertheless be quoted
right and left by unwary people.
Many a youth will accept the statistics quoted within the covers of this
book as the norm of sexual behavior
in America, rather than as the abnormal.
The book leaves one with a rather
gloomy view of the future. Men
like Pitirim Sorokin have predicted
that unless America begins to set its
ideals above the belt buckle it will
soon reach what he calls the overripe sensate age and will pass into
dissolution and oblivion. This book
describes a Pathologic segment in
America which except for the grace
of God may become the norm of the
future. The youth of the church
has reason to thank God for pastors
and parents who still hold up to
them the ideal of the twelve-year-old
1esus in the temple, the 1esus who
spoke to the sinful woman, "Go and
sin no more" and the 1esus who
blessed the bridal couple at Cana's
marriage feast.
As a technical reference, Sexual
Behavior in the Human Male will
doubtless take its place on the
shelves of reference libraries together
with Psychopathica Sexualis of KraftEbing and similar volumes for the
use of those who counsel wayward
youth.
A final word should be said in
commendation of the unusually elab-
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orate and thorough statistical devices
used in this survey. For the statistician there is a wealth of material in
this book which demonstrates the use
of factor analysis, correlation techniques, and reliability formulae. For
the careful reader and one who has
some slight acquaintance with the
use of statistics the repeated statement that the standard deviation of
the means refers only to the means
of the samples and not to the total
population are hints to the wise. For
those who make the basic mistake of
assuming that the standard deviations apply to the total population
the authors expressly assume no reW. A. PoEHLER
sponsibility.

Funeral Customs
THE LOVED ONE-An AngloAmerican Tragedy. By Evelyn
Waugh. Little, Brown and Company, Boston. 1948. 164 pages.
HE LovED ONE takes its name

from the most common phrase
T
used in reference to the dead. The

book itself is a satirical vivisection
of American funeral customs. Except
for the macabre love affair between
an unbalanced female mortuary attendant and an equally maladjusted
male mortuary attendant, which ends
up with the cremation of the female
attendant in a gas oven, reserved
for dead dogs and cats and goats, the
indictment of the American mortuary customs by Evelyn Waugh could
just as well have been written in
the form of an essay.
The author claims to have gotten
tb e materia] for hi book from a

brief visit to Hollywood. I doubt
whether the American people will
accept Hollywood as a standard for
anything except Hollywood. As a
denunciation of the mortician's art
and industry the book falls flat on
its face. Criticisms on the commercialization of the grief of mourners
have been written many times during the past decade by people who
speak from first hand experience.
Particularly pastors and priests have
written technical · articles and criticisms of the funeral customs of
America which are based somewhat
more on an examination of customs,
which are typical of America and
not of Hollywood.
Hollywood with its artificiality and
glittering exhibitionism in death as
in life has coming to it all that the
author of The Loved One has written, and more. However, in the indictment the author includes, tacitly,
many fine Christian men and women
who are serving the public throughout the United States. This reviewer
has worked with undertakers for 20
years and has found among them all
degrees of avarice, selfishness, and
commercialization. He has, however,
also thanked God many times for
the unstinting, unselfish, Christian
sympathetic interest and service that
the great majority of them have
shown to bereaved families. Against
these men and women Evelyn
Waugh's book is a slur, an unprovoked piece of unmitigated knavery.
It is not protest literature, but muckraking and muckraking is still
muckraking even though the rake be
made of reverse lease-lend gold.
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READING ROOM
Hutchins on Higher Education
The report of the President's
Commission on Higher Education
was analyzed by Dr. Gould
\Vickey in a clear and trenchant
review in the June, 1948, issue of
THE CRESSET. It was with some
interest, therefore, that we read
another analysis of the same report, this time by the famed chancellor of the University of Chicago, Dr. Robert M. Hutchins, in
the July 17 issue of the Saturday
Review of Literatw·e.
Some of the glaring deficiencies
of the report were pointed out in
Dr. \t\Tickey's article. Chancel1or
Hutchins lays his finger on several more, and does it in the inimitable, pungent style that
makes him so easy to read and
listen to. Here are some typical
Hutchinisms:
(The report) has great faith in
money. It has great faith in courses.
It is anti-humanistic and anti-intellectual. . . . Its heart is in the right
place; its head does not work very
well.
Every cliche and every slogan of

By
THOMAS
COATES

contemporary educational discussion
appear once more. Much of the report reads like a Fourth-of-July or(J tion in pedaguese. It skirts the edge
of illiteracy, and sometimes falls O\'f r
the brink.
Many adults have had no educa·
tion, including great numbers who
h ave graduated from college.
The Commission never misses i'l
chance to communicate the news
that our educational institutions are
far too intellectual. This will certainly surprise the students, parents,
teachers, administrators, and citizens
who have had anything to do with
our educational system. To the disinterested observer, the American educational system looks like a gigantic
playroom, designed to keep the young
out of worse places until they can gr>
to work.
These oercentage figures supply
some evidence that a larger proportion of the college-age popuiation
has the ability to complete certain
years of college. They supply no evidence whatever of the social advisability of having them do so.

Dr. Hutchins, in opposition to
the Commission's report, makes a
good case for the 6-4-4-3 system
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espoused by th University of
Chicago. He is emphatic, too, in
his advocacy of adult education.
"Education is a process," he
opines, "which should go on
through the whole of life. Many
disciplines . . . will not give up
their secret except to those who
have had experience with the i ues which the di ciplines raise.''
At any rate, we think that it
would be a good idea for the
President, before accepting the report of his special commission
with his \vonted gay abandon, to
read the strictures of Dr. Hutchins-and of Dr. Wickey.

The Editorial Writer
Still with the Saturday Rev£ew
of Literatu-re-this time the issue
of August 14-we tarried over the
provocative article by Herbert
Brucker on "Newspapers and the
Prophet lVfotive," particularly in
view of its relation to the subject of the September "Reading
Room." Mr. Brucker, the influential editor of the H artforrl
Courant, avers that editorial writers serve the same purpose as did
the prophets of ancient Israel: "to
blow the trumpet, and warn the
people.''
At the same time, the regrettable fact is true that, according to
statistics, only about 49 per cent

of our men and 29 per cent of our
women read even one editorial
for each copy of a newspaper they
buy. (By contrast, 94 per cent of
the women read local advertising·,
and So per cent of the men read
the sports page.) Nevertheless, the
editorial page plays an indispensable role in our contemporary
society.
For this reason it is unfortunate that only too few newspapers
are able to maintain an editorial
staff larg-e enough and versatil
enough to do justice to the task.
It is manifestly impossible for one
or two editorial writers to be sufficiently versed in the wide variety of subjects that merit editorial
treatment. Only the metropolitan
dailies have adequate resources.
Newspaper editorials, moreover,
should reflect not individual
whims, but rather the corporate
personality of the journal in
which they appear. It is vital, too,
that the editorialist retain the
local touch. "Only .i f an editorial
·writer knows his own Main Street
will his readers heed what he says
about Washington and :Moscow."
Although it is virtually impossible for an editorial writer to
immunize himself to the social
and economic pressures of his
community, 1\tlr. Brucker argues
that "the rewards for editorial
courage can be great." He recom··
mends "an objective search after
truth," and "honest study and a

_
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scientist's humility before the
facts" as the basis of successful
editorial writing.

Barth, Brunner, and
Communism
Those two arch-riYals of the
theological arena, Karl Barth an<l
Emil Brunner, are at it again.
This time the two titans of contemporary theology tilt at each
other over the issue of Communism. The ChTistiau CentUT)' for
August 4 brings an account o(
their current controversy.
Kar1 Barth, it seems, recently
Yisited Hungary for a series of
lectures. Far from being outraged
by the policies of the Soviet-controlled totalitarian regime which
he saw in operation there, he
rather counselled the Hungarian
Christians not to oppose or criticize the authority of the State,
but rather to engage in a "passive cooperation."
This, as might be expected,
stung Brunner to the quick. He
proceeded forthwith to clash off
an open letter to Barth, headed
"Wie soil man das veTStehen?"
("How is this to be understood?'')
This episode is significant not
only as a further clash of personalities between the two famous
Swiss churchmen who have been
at loggerheads so consistently in
the past, but because of its pos-
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sible efl.'ect upon the whole ecumenical movement in the European churches.
To this writer it seems that
Brunner has all the better of the
argument. We share his mystification that Barth, who stood forth
:ts such a Yiolent opponent of
Nazi tyranny, and who called for
a holy war against the German
neo-paganism, should now subside so meekly before the equally
vile specter of atheistic Communism. Russia, no less than Germany, cries Brunner, represents a
grave menace to the Church. In
every case, he argues, the Church
must say "No" to a total State,
whether its insignia be brawn OJ
red.
Barth's answer, in effect, is,
"Oh, but this is different." The
difference, as he sees it, lies in the
fact that Naziism was such a subtle and insidious force that its
evil nature was not at once recognized by the Church, and therefore constituted a temptation to
the Church. Atheistic Communism, on the other hand, is such
a blatant and monstrous evil that
the Church is in no danger of
being tempted by it. But Barth's
conclusion that this relieves the
Church of the necessity of testifying against it appears to us to be
somewhat devious-and dangerous-reasoning.
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A Liberal's View of Wallace
Speaking of Communism affords a natural transition to the
subject of Henry Agard Wallace.
Not that we are accusing Henry
of being a card-carrying member
of the Party. That would obYiou :-~
ly be fantastic, for hasn' t h told
us personally that, to his knowledge, there weren't any Communists at his Philadelphia convention, and that he has no clear
recollection of ever meeting o1w
·-;-at least not recently? Spare us,
at all costs, from the heinous
charge of "witch-hunting,'' or
"Red-baiting." If there m·e Reds
among us, they must by no means
be baited. Now, if they were bloated economic royalists, that would
be different. In that case, bait
away. After all, all that the Reds
want to do is to overthrow our
government. And to that end,
their rights under the First, Fifth
and Fourteenth Amendments to
the Constitution must by all
means be safeguarded.
But, back to Henry Agard.
(How did we ever get so far off
that subject?) The August issue of
the Atlantic Monthly carries a
deYastating article on the thircl
p(lrty candidate by Gardner Jack son, noted liberal, New Dealer,
and former member of the Roosevelt administration. Mr. Jackson's
article points up the significant
fact that few of the re pected

1iberals of the Roose,·elt era ar '
in Mr. Wallace's camp today. Additional interest is lent to the
Jackson article by the fact that
the same issue of the magazine
carries a reply and attempted refutation by C. B. Baldwin, th e
\Vallace ampaign manager. Now,
if we say that the reply falls fiat,
we'll just be accused of being
prejudiced.
~

A Catholic Rejoinder
lt seems that we can' t get
through an issue of "1 he Reading Room" without some allusion
to the running battle l)etween
Paul Blanshard of the Nation and
the Catholic Church. This time,
in its issue of July 17, the l\Tation
gives space to a Catholic reply by
Robert Fitzgerald, entitled "My
Own Pinch of Salt."
1\tlr. Fitzgerald, in his apologia ,
decries the fact that his adversary
"docs not take Christianity seriousl y," which removes any common ground for argument. He insists that lVIr. Blanshard could not
show, in the moral theology of
the Church, one item inconsistent with the principles of its
Founder. He defends particularl y
the Church's attitude toward science.. which Blanshard had attacked, and attempts to prove
historically that the Church's
teachings have not been inconsistent with true science. As to
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the charge that the Catholic
Church is un-American, Fitzgerald retons: "It is more than American, for it is catholic and universal."
At this writing, the Nation has

I,_ __
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carried no rebuttal on the part
of Paul Blanshard. Perhaps the
whole matter will now be allowed
to rest. :M eanwhile, however, thL:
1\'ation remains banned from the
New York public schools.
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A SURVEY OF BOOKS
-----------------------~----------------------~
A TREASURY OF NEW ENGLAND FOLKLORE: Stories, Ballads, and Traditions of the Yankee
People
Edited by B. A. Botkin. Crown
Publishers, New York. 1947. 934
pages. $4.00.
HEN

editor Botkin a few years

W ago compiled the commendable A Treasu1·y of American Folklore, it seems he had accumulated
enough additional data in his files
Lo warrant (as in the similar case of
H. L. Mencken's studies in the American language) several sequel volumes. This is the first of a series of
projected regional folklore collections. It follows the pattern of its
predecessor, but differs principally in
the addition of a section on "Beliefs
and Customs." Care has been exercised to avoid duplication of the considerable body of New England material already used.
Notice the generous abundance of
topics. Part One offers a cross-section
of fabulous Yankees including peddlers and tricksters, local characters,
stout fello s, and hard liars. The

Second Part is replete with myths,
legends, and traditions, such as the
wonders of the invisible world, the
powers of darkness, place lore, and
historical traditions. Part the Third
emphasizes beliefs and customs,
namely the power of faith and the
force of habit patterns. The next
part, Word Lore, is rich in Yankeeisms and Folk-Say. The final part, entitled Songs and Rhymes, features
ballads, verses, and jingles.
In all, here are some 500 anecdotes
and excerpts, their sources listed in
reliable footnotes. Also the 50 songs,
printed with both words and music,
stand up well against competition.
Three indexes enable us to lay our
finger quickly upon any desired detail, be it author, title, and first line
-or subject and name-or geographical area.
Like the pertinent volume in the
American Folkways Series, or like
Edwin V. Mitchell's It's An Old New
England Custom and similar books,
this miscellany of special information is a welcome bedside reader
(even for the non-Easterner) and a
delightful daydream inducer. More
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significantly, however, this anthology
supplements the work of such tireless gatherers of folklore as Lomax,
Pound, and Sandburg in its encyclopedic value.
What you will discover in these
pages is not exactly intellectual, but
something better: human relationships and folkways. l'rom colonial
days onward, New England has been
a cradle of American culture. Read
about its sages, saints, and scoundrels; its peddlers' patter and lovers'
ways; its doleful ballads and rollicking rimes. Because A Tt·easury of
New England Folklore has merit, we
are eager for the promised appearance of the other regional members
of this series, i. e. southern and western.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

MELISSA
By Taylor Caldwell. Charles
Scribner's Sons, New York. 1948.
390 pages. $3.00.
OOR Melissa! She is, to quote
from a ballad of yesteryear,
''more to be pitied than censured."
She is, to borrow a florid phrase
from the vocabulary of a bygone period, merely "an innocent victim of
circumstance." You see, Melissa lived
in that dim age when Papa was still
the uncontested Boss of the household. Melissa's Papa was not only a
tyrant; he was more than a little
queer. 0 yes, he was a brilliant man
-we have the author's assurance that
this was so-but he was horribly
frustrated, poor creature. Out of this
frustration his warped and twisted
mind conceived a fiendish plot. He
would tie his impressionable and devoted daughter to him by "making

P
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her a mirror for his ego, a flattering
foil for his self-love." Papa succeeded all too well. Melissa became as
queer and as thwarted as any of the
strange heroines you are likely to
meet in the contemporary "psychological" novels.
In due time Papa died. Melissa
lost her strong prop and sole ally.
She was cruelly misunderstood, disliked, and neglected until our herostrong, handsome, wealthy, and gifted with extraordinary perceptionappeared on the scene.
Has your curiosity been aroused?
Are you panting to learn what happened to our poor but beautiful
(naturally, she was beautiful) young
heroine? Taylor Caldwell tells all in
her new novel. The jacket which
adorns Melissa may be right. Perhaps this "struggle of three vivid
and unforgettable people will live
in your memory long after you have
closed the covers of this book." I
doubt it. But you can be sure that
JVlelissa will add nothing at all to
Miss Caldwell's standing in the literary world.

TECHNIQUE OF THE NOVEL
Forms of Modern Fiction. Ed. by
William Van O'Connor. University
of Minnesota Press. $4.50.
N EXCELLENT collection of essays
on the many aspects of the
A
modern novel dedicated to Joseph

'¥arren

Beach whose influence as
teacher at the University of Minnesota has been widely felt in contemporary American writing.
Practically all the essays discuss
the diverse masters of the modern
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novel. James Joyce, Ernest Hemingway, D. H. Lawrence, Marcel Proust
and some other recent novelists are
the subject of probing and finely
analytical essays. Critics and novelists who offer the essays include T.
S. Eliot, Morton Dauxwen Zabel,
Lionel Trilling and others. The majority of the essays are reprints. The
collection is fascinating and valuable
since many of the critical articles
would be hard to find today. Especially recommended is Robert Penn
Warren's study of William Faulkner.
This is a revealing analysis of one of
the South's most misunderstood writers.
LACE CURTAIN
By Ellin Berlin. Doubleday &
Company, Inc., New York. 1948.
375 pages. $3.00.
HE Reardons were rich. They
were "lace curtain" Irish, and
they were devout Roman Catholics.
Their magnificent home, Pride's
Tower, was set high on a hillside,
and eight-year-old Veronica Reardon
felt sheltered and secure within its
proud walls. She was sure that no
trouble could reach her here, that
nothing could disturb the pleasant
routine of the Reardon household.
And then one day, entirely by
chance, Veronica overheard a conversation between two of the fashionable women who were busy in
the wartime Red Cross workroom established by the Reardons in their
spacious ballroom.
"They're not so bad," one visitor
observed.
"Well, no," her neighbor replied.
"Not for R.C.s."

T

Veronica caught the supercilious
tone of the comment. She was puzzled. To her R.C. meant Red Cross,
and she thought, "Everyone likes the
Red Cross." Aunt Birdie's explanation that, in this instance, R.C.
meant not Red Cross but Roman
Catholic did not lessen her surpri e
<md confusion. She had "always
thought it was best to be a Catholic." This was the first time she had
heard anything about the existence
of an age-old Catholic-Protestant
''question."
Lace Curtain presents a frank and
sincere picture of the suffering and
the embarrassment caused by prejudice and intolerance, and of the
problems and difficulties which usually grow out of a mixed marriage.
Ellin Berlin handles a delicate subject. with tact, sympathy, and understanding. Still Lace Curtain ts only
a surface study; it lacks depth, clarity, and power.
JUNGLE MAN: The Autobiography
of Major P. J. Pretorius
E. P. Dutton & Company, New
York. 1948. 256 pages. $3·75·
HIS is, as Field-Marshal Smuts
aptly says in a Foreword, a
"tale of continuous adventure for
a lifetime." The author, born in
1877 on a South African farm, spent
most of his life under the sign of
the wandering foot. At the age of
sixteen he left home, not to return
for twenty-five years, and struck out
into the wilds north of the Zambesi
River. In the course of his wanderings through South and Central Africa he visited regions that were still
uncharted and tribes which had nev-
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cr seen a white man, became one of
the most famous of elephant hunters,
and, as chief scout for General Smuts
during World War I, located the
hidden German cruiser Koenigsberg
and brought about her destruction.
'Vith all his courage and daring and
contempt for danger, he was, quite
typically, "a quiet, gentle, unassuming person in appearance," as Smuts
informs us. Whoever can enjoy an
account of the adventures of a master huntsman among elephants,
lions, hostile tribes, pygmies, cannibals, and German East African
forces, should find this book to his
taste.

ISIS AND OSIRIS
By Lawrence Hyde. E. P. Dutton
& Company, New York. 1948. 231
pages. $3.50.
AWRENCE HYDE, an Englishman,
writes this volume as a preparation for a book to be called The
Nameless Faith~ which he hopes to
publish shortly. His basic contention
is that 'Vestern society has concerned itself so exclusively with those
external aspects of reality with which
reason (Osiris, the masculine principle) can deal that it has lost touch
with the far more important inner
realities, which are the province of
1he heart (Isis, the feminine principle). This condition, he· holds, calls
for correction. Hyde writes unusually
well, and his argumentation on the
inability of reason and science to
disclose the true nature of reality
and to guide man's life in accord
with it is incisive and very much to
the point. '"'e heartily agree that a
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,s piritual renaissance is the great
need of mankind. We must, however, part company with Hyde when
he proposes a kind of theosophy according to which "the aspirant (formerly described as the sinner)" "will
work out his salvation in terms of
practical activity" by building up
"a centre within his own being from
which he can effectively control his
personality" by the application of
cosmic prinfiples. We happen still
to. be a sinner and to know of only
one Savior from sin.

OUR UNKNOWN EX PRESIDENT: A Portrait of Herbert Hoover
By George Lyons. Doubleday and
Co., Inc., Garden City, N. Y. 1948.
337 pages. $2.95.
N THE last page of this book
Eugene Lyons says: "It is possible, and even likely, that here and
there in these pages I have been betrayed by ardor into overstatement."
These words should be listed in high
school grammars as classic example
of understatement. Lyons has done
the most beautiful piece of whitewash since Tom Sawyer inveigled his
friends into whitewashing his aunt's
board fence.
While it is true that Herbert
Hoover was never the ogre that
Charlie MichelsoQ and his minions
claimed that he was, at the same time
it is equally true that he was not the
paragon of statesmanship and political virtue that Lyons depicts him to
be. If Hoover were running for office this work would be counted a
typic:-.1 campaign biography.
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Motion Picture
evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

PHASE of what we are wont
to call the American way of
life escapes the critic;:al scrutiny
of Harold J. Laski in his tome
entitled The American Democmcy (The Viking Press, New York.
1948). Hollywood and the motionpicture industry are explored, examined, and evaluated by the
witty and erudite Chairman of
the British Labor Party. Mr. Laski's picture of Hollywood is devastating. He says:

N

o

Hollywood has a history into the
details of which I cannot here enter.
Nothing compares with it except the
record of some place where gold has
been suddenly discovered. Reputations are made and lost with astonishing speed. A few people make
fabulous fortunes. . . . There is an
inescapable sense in the visitor to
Hollywood that it is a mixture, in
ever-changing proportions, of Big
Business, an artists' colony, a system
of imitation palaces, a slum, an endless series of restaurants, and a lunatic asylum. One meets there strange
people, strange professions, strange

religions, fantastic ideas and incredible finance. . . . It is a world in
which the artificial has become the
natural, and in which most of the
normal standards of daily life have
ceased to have any meaning. If the
visitor can abstract himself for an
hour to watch the unfolding of the
panorama of Hollywood life, it is
itself one vast film which epitomizes
a whole world. Nothing that mankind can experience is absent from
Hollywood in some shape or form,
and, a small number of technicians
apart, nothing is ever experienced
there with any profundity except
upon the plane of the emotion. All
its imagination is compounded with
folly and all its intelligence is permeated with stupidity.

It is only fair to point out that
Mr. Laski's findings are based on
careful study and on keen and intelligent probing. The famous
Britisher produces facts and figures to support his contentions.
But in this, as in other chapters
of his challenging commentary
and interpretation, the ardent So-

68

(
OCTOBER 1948
cialist attributes the major faults
of the phase of life or industry
under consideration to th e machi nations of his pet bugaboo, Big
Business, and to the mug as~umption by Americans that "the
American way of life is in itself
sound and objectively indisputable."
Hollywood, Mr. Laski contends,
is not so much antisocial as asocial. Here, according to the
famous Britisher, policies and
attitudes arc so largely governed
by box-office considerations that
Hollywood has no convictions at
all aside from the conviction that
entertainment pays.
In summing up, :M r. Laski declares:
The cin em a i thus boutHl to be a
weapon that in all usual circumstances is used to preserve the slat us
quo. It is not a challenge, but an
anodyne. Its values are those of the
status quo. Its censorship is imposed
to protect the status quo. . . . I
think the movies are one of the
major forces in American life which
arrest the process of thinking and
make reason the slave of emotion.

vVe may wince a bit under the
lash of Mr. Laski's words, but we
must admit that there is a large
measure of truth in what he says.
In recent months we have heard
a gTeat deal about an alarming
slump in motion-picture box-office
receipts. The reasons advanced
for this decline by veteran show-
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man Thomas F. Brady in an article in the New York Times uphold Mr. Laski's harsh verdict.
Mr. Brady believes that "this de·
pression is compounded of high
costs, bad box-office, personal insecurity and the conviction that
the screen is immutably confined
by external and internal pressures to the unreal and the infantile."
Not long ago Bosley Crowther,
film editor of the New Y o1·k
Times, enumerated various reasons for the much-talked-about recession and added this significant
observation: "There remains the
strong likelihood that the movies
are caught in a spiral of their own
mediocre films and are fast losing customers with poor pictures
rather than winning new friend~
with good."
Audiences m·e smaller. Evcrv
regular movie-goer will agree tha·t
this is so. But the drawing-power
of favorite stars seems undiminished. Bing Crosby and Clark
Gable films still play to capacity
houses, and apparently even Abbott and Costello have retained a
loyal and enthusiastic following.
Their new picture, Abbott and
Costello Meet Frankenstein (Uni\ersal-International), is just another sorry rehash of the familiar
comedy routine~ which won
screen a ncl radio fame for this
zany pair. A wolfman, a monster,
and Dracula are introduced in a
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heroic but futile attempt to give
this film a new look.
Film-makers continue to turn
to crime and violence for material for new productions. On D ecember 30, 1947, screaming newspaper headlines announced the
escape of twelve convicts from the
State Penitentiary in Canon City,
Colorado. Three days later the
desperate fugitives either had
been killed or captured and returned to the prison. Canon City
(Eagle-Lion, Wilbur Crane) presents a semi-documentary account
of the escape and the resulting
manhunt. The acting is good, the
direction is excellent, and the
background is starkly authentic.
The injection of a small measure
of bathos weakens the force of
this grim and forbidding drarua
of crime and punishment.
Another Eagle-Lion film, Raw
Deal, directed by Anthony Mann,
is just a preposterous and thoroughly deplorable excursion into
violence. Here the cash customer
gets the raw deal.
The Street VVi!th /'\To J\Tamf"
( 2oth Century-Fox, '1\Tilliam
Keighley) is something more than
just another cops-and-robbers fabrication. Based on documents
taken from the files of the F.B.I.,
this well-made film (1) exposes
the growing threat to the nation
arising from juvenile delinquency
and post-war gangsterism and (2)
dramatizes the intricate machin -

ery assembled by the Bureau to
meet and to combat this and any
other threat to our national wellbeing and security.
In Ke)' Largo (Warners, John
Huston) Maxwell Anderson's play
of the 193o's has been revamped
to meet the challenge of the postwar world. A good cast and Mr.
Huston's capable direction inject
a spark of life into an old theme.
Fury at Furnace C1·eek (2oth
Century-Fox, Bruce Humberstone) is a decidedly better-thanaverage western.
Co1·oner Creek (Columbia) and
Retu'rn of the Bad Man (RKORadio) are routine, legendary
tales of frontier life.
Now to turn to something light
and pleasant.
Ji,aster Pamde (M-G-M, Charle
'Valters) is not Fred Astaire's best
picture. And Judy Garland has
appeared to better advantage in
other roles. But Easter Parade is
a colorful, entertaining and beautifully mounted period piece.
New and old Irving Berlin song ,
'Mr. Astaire's superb solo dancing, and a wide variety of brilliant dance numbers by Mr. Astaire, Miss Garland, and Ann
Miller make this picture a surefire hit.
Romance on the High Seas
(Warners, lVIichael Curtiz) takes
us on a lavish tcchnicolor trip to
the land of make-believe.
Adapted for the screen from
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Sigmund Romberg' musical hit,
Up in Central Park (UniversalInternational, William Seiter) is
regrettably dull and wordy.
If you have come under the
spell of William Saroyan, if you
find his odd but brilliantly delineated characters engrossing and
his rose-hued philosophy stimulating or comforting, the screen
'ersion of The Time of You'!" Life,
the play which won both the
Drama Critics Circle Award and
the Pulitzer Prize in 1940, will
be richly rewarding. The Tim e of
Your Life (United Artists, H. C.
Potter) parades an assortment of
typically Saroyan characters
spouting typically Saroyan dialogue.
In Another Part of the F01·est
(Universal-International) Lillian
Hellman depicts the events and
the human factors which prepared the ground for her more
famous play, The Little Fox es.
The Hubbards are younger here;
but, with the exception of the
mother-superbly portrayed by
!''Iorence Eldridge-they are a depraved and vicious lot.
Orson Welles is here again in
a super-duper thriller. The Lady
f'rom Shanghai (Columbia, Orson
"\Velles) is conceived on a grandi-
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ose scale. Alas, once again the
mountain has labored and
brought forth a mouse-a puny,
anemic mouse.
Combine Mickey Rooney, a
cast of Hollywood notables, and
a-of all things-musical version
of Eugene O'Neill's Ah J!Vildern ess, and what will you have? A
. kimmecl-milk concoction labeled
Summer Holiday (M-G-M, Rouben Mamoulian).
The emaciated bones of a de
crepit old war horse have been
disinterred to give us another revival of Casbah (Universal-International). No worse and no better
than its predecessors.
Paramount's screen version of
A. J. Cronin's dour Scot novel,
Hatter's Castle~ was completed in
London in 1941 but was not released here until late in May of
this year. There would assured! y
have been neither groans nor
bmentations if f-latter's Castle
(Paramount, Lance Comfort) had
simply remained on the other side
of the pond.
Red Skelton brings his bag of
tricks to your front door in The
Fuller Brush Man (Columbia).
Mildly funny if you haven't
grown too weary of Red's mugging.
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s IN previous Presidential years

'Ve are happy to present in this
issue additional pages from Dr.
Bretscher's European diary, as well as
pros and cons of the chief contenders Dr. Graebner's notes on European cafor the nation's highest office.
thedrals. In addition to the interestSilently, the members of the CRES·
ing and illuminating observations that
. ET staff have alway been grateful
have appeared from their pens in the
that our magazine was not yet in ex- past two issues, we are convinced that
the time which these two colleagues
i ~ tence in 1936; if it had been, some
member would
·pent in close conhave had to take
tact with the contelllporary Euroon the uninspiring
assignment of writpean scene will
ing a panegyric for
bring a new and
AI£ Landon. The
needed immediacy
assignments to
to the CRESSET's
write glowing accomlllents on the
probl ems of th e
counts in support
of President Truda y.
man and Governor
The young au De·wey seemed althor of "Sick Visit , " Mr. \1\Talter
most as hopeless to
our colleagues, esRiess, will be familiar to most of
pecially after the
merciless satires of
our readers through
PROBLEMS
our Music Editor in
various of his poCONTRIBUTORS
ems that have aplast month's and
this month's issues.
p eared in the CRESFINAL NOTES
Our Associates proSET. "Sick Visit" is
vided us neverthea chapter from ·a
projected book,
less with material
"One Year in the
which could be
Pulpit." Walter
colllbined into the
symposiulll we present herewith un- Riess is a student at Concordia Seminary, Saint Louis.
der the title "The Voter's Dilemma
in 1948."

A (1940 and 1944), the CRESSET
again presents a discussion of the

The
Editor's
Lamp

'"'
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peaking of our Mu ic Editor, we
do believe that regardless of their
political persuasion or prejudice, our
r eaders will agree with us when we
congratulate Prof. Hansen on his
deft analysis and delightful musical
burl~sque of the political campaign.

"''
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Guest reviewers this month include John Strietelmeier (The The01')1 and Practice of Gamesmanship);
Vl. A. Poehler (Sexual Behavior i11
the American Male and The Loved
One); Herbert H. Umbach (A TreasUT)' of New England Folklore); and
A. ·w. Brustat (B efo re A braham).
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